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CHAPTER I. 

"Okdinaby timber, sir I Quite ordinary timber,'^ 
said Professor Salvator, iotto voee^ to President Dom- 
brey, as they stood scanning the long line of appli- 
cants for admission to the University of Jansenville ; 
for there appeared but the usual row of boyish, roguish- 
looking faces. 

Such would have been the report to the faculty no 
doubt, had not the professor been impressed, in 
recording the names, with that of " Gerald Livingston'^ 
amongst the L's. He had studied genealogical trees 
with great interest and now stopped, re-rubbed his 
glasses and re-read the name, then remarked, '^A 
noble ancestry, no doubt," and closing his eyes for a 
moment, the ^^Declaration of Independence" rolled 
down before his mental vision with the name of 
" Livingston " prominent amongst the signers. There- 
fore, to his ordinary report, he added, " One shining 
light, I trust." 

Now, this * shining light' was quite innocent of 
any especial notice his name had elicited. In fact, 
his distinguished patronymic had never excited his 
interest nor his ambition. 
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His father had been too closely engaged in weighing 
out sugar and coffee on small profits to hunt up the 
genealogy of his family ; and his mother, poor soul, 
had never known the time when her arms were free 
from encircling a voung " Livingston," whose baby 
necessities absorbed her entire attention. 

How Gerald came to be registered as a " theology^ " 
was in this wise : 

Mr. Livingston, Sr., had quite a family of sons 
growing up around him and, fearing he could not give 
them all the personal attention their morals demanded, 
determined, as Gerald was the eldest and had already 
shown some symptoms of lounging, to make of him a 
minister of the gospel. By this means he hoped to 
show to the younger scions a healthy moral example 
and at the same time secure an element of saving 
grace in his own behalf. " For," he reasoned, " if I 
send my son into the Lord's vineyard, it will surely 
inure to my own advantage, as well as to that of my 
whole family." 

Mrs. Livingston viewed the matter from an entirely 
different standpoint. She thought, "Now my dear 
boy can always wear those white starched shirt-fronts 
he is so fond of;" for her motherly heart was always 
delighted to see him well dressed. 

When we say that Gerald did not know the history 
of his own name, we mean that of "Livingston." 
" Gerald " was a name he had eiven himself ; for he 
detested that Irish-soundinff nickname " Jerry," and 
his whole name, " Jeremiah, ' smacked too much of the 
backwoods. 

He was five feet ten in height, with a fine intelli- 
ent face, of an open expression, set off handsomely 
y a pair of arched eyebrows, which shaded his 
appreciative gray eyes. He was properly classed as a 
handsome young fellow, and, save a mildly receding 
chin and rather delicate ears, would have been con- 
sidered quite a forcible character. He had a way of 
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swinging his arms when he walked, of which he him- 
self seemed entirely unconscious, but which impressed 
other people with an idea of great mental activity. 
Before his superiors he had uniformly the air of ^^ I 
beg pardon, sir," politely predisposing them in his 
favor. With equals he was one of the "Hurrah I 
hoop-la ! " boys ; but with inferiors exacting, always 
demanding the fullest amount of small serving. 

The first year of his college life passed without any 
especial incident. The faculty had forgotten his 
imposing family name, for they saw nothing remark- 
able in the possessor of the honored record. He 
joined, if he were not the leader, in the usual college 
mischief, hazing, cane-breaking, raising an occasional 
bonfire out of some old outhouse, driving off the 
neighboring cows, or cutting down the village signs. 
But when complaints of these silly frolics came to the 
ears of the faculty, Gerald was rarely even suspected 
of being one of the law-breakers. 

With others of his age and class, he was quite 
prominent also in another pastime for which the col- 
lege young men had become distinguished, — that of 
flirting with the young ladies in the Female Seminary, 
which was situated about midway between the uni- 
versity and the village. 

Everybody said when Prof. Savoir came to the 
town, some years before, for the purpose of opening a 
young ladies' school, that he had "missed his bearings;" 
" he could never expect to secure pay pupils amongst 
these village people, who had the public schools for 
nothing ; " and they darkly hinted that in less than 
three months he would have to sell his furniture to 
pay his rent. 

The professor, however, knew what he was about. 
He was more of a philosopher, more of a student of 
human nature, than these unsophisticated village 
folks. He made three trips to the town, counted the 
number of students in the university, learned the 
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increase in attendance from year to year and satisfied 
himself of the healthy financial condition of the insti- 
tution. Then he rented the old " Sparrow Mansion," 
fitted it up for a " Young Ladies' Boarding School," 
and prepared for a large number of pupils. 

His advertisements were soon prominent in all the 
leading Eastern papers : " Professor Savoir's French 
and English boarding-school for young ladies, in the 
charming university town of Jansenville, offers par- 
ticularly desirable advantages, both educational and 
social 1 " The school soon filled up with girls from 
different directions. True, but few of the village 
matrons felt able to send their daughters ; but, in spite 
of this, the school was a financial success, as the pro* 
fessor well knew it would be. 

It was a little amusing to observe, as time wore on, 
the daily regularity with which the students passed 
the boarding-school on their way to the village post- 
oflBce, — burdened usually with the weighty corre- 
spondence of a letter a week to " Pa " or '* Ma." It 
was equally interesting to mark the dainty costumes 
of the seminary young ladies, who, by a strange coin- 
cidence, were always out about the same hour to enjoy 
an evening stroll upon the school lawns. 

Gerald's tall white hat, whalebone cane and jaunty 
air soon rendered him conspicuous, and he was at 
once designated by the young ladies (who were 
studying French) as "ce charmantjeunehommeJ*^ 

But this happy-go-easy life was not conducive to 
deep study, and he was sometimes reprimanded by the 
faculty for lack of application and a seeming want 
of appreciation of the great advantages which the 
university afforded. The proud father sent him 
liberal remittances (for his business was slowly im- 
proving under careful management), nor did the son 
hesitate to call on the '* Governor " for any extra sums 
which extravagance or pleasure demanded, under the 
name of " necessary expenditures." 
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However, he was not after all very different from 
other young men of his age, who, overlooking or quite 
forgetting the fact that they were studying to be 
ministers of the gospel, were only too ready to devote 
themselves to worldly pleasures. Indeed, it was a sad 
truth, which the worthy professors had to acknowl- 
edge, that the majority of their pupils did not realize 
the sacredness of the calling they were expected to 
embrace. 

A faculty meeting was held every Friday evening, 
when these important questions were warmly dis- 
cussed. They were in earnest in the work they were 
doing, these gentlemen of highly religious, if not of 
the highest intellectual culture. 

President Dombrey sometimes addressed his co- 
laborers on these occasions. 

**Let us make the most of the timber furnished 
us," said he. " If we find it unseasoned, hollow or 
knotty, it is our business to season, fill and smooth 
it. It is for that duty we are here. How are we 
delighted, fascinated indeed, before works of art, 
created by great sculptors ! One could hardly imagine 
the human form to exist beneath the ugly surface of 
those rough blocks of marble. But the master-hand 
chips off the jagged edges and develops the beautiful 
statue. Dear Brothers : if we are earnest workers, 
what may we not accomplish also with the material 
here I True, we may find many blemishes and cracks 
as we progress ; but our labor, our polish, our skiU 
will go far towards removing the one and concealing 
the other, until out of the most unpromising material 
we may create the great gospel lights of the future. 
My friends, we must blame ourselves if our work be 
unsatisfactory." 

Prof. Salvator also had an opinion. " For thirty- 
five years," he began, ^* I have been a teacher of 
theology, and have compared the results of my labor 
from year to year. With all due deference to our 
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worthy president's optimistic convictions, I must say 
what I believe to be true. The * timber ' has degener- 
ated ! Our pampered manner of living, the laxity of 
parental discipline, or both, have rendered the youth 
of to-day far inferior to those of past generations. 
When I was at Andover, it never became necessary to 
urge our students to work, nor was any effort neces- 
sary to lift them up to important theological truths. 
They were seekers^ workers^ enthusiasts! To teach 
them was a privilege, a delight. Who can point to a 
student nowadays as a possible Knox^ Hopkins^ or 
Edwards? I tell you, my brothers, we are fallen 
upon *" degenerate times \^ Mankind is on the retro- 
grade." 

Prof. Sunnimead had a word to say : " Don't let 
the pessimistic views of our dear Doctor Salvator dis- 
courage us. If we are weakening at home, are we 
not exercising a powerful influence abroad, over the 
heathen in foreign lands? What could be more 
encouraging than the reports we are constantly 
receiving of the success of our missionary efforts in 
the benighted regions of India^ Ceylon^ Siam^ and 
Birmah ? Have we not native Sinhalese students in 
this university, to whom we are imparting the great 
truths of the gospel, who on their return to their 
native land will promulgate these truths to their 
benighted, perishing brethren ? Who could ask for 
more studious pupils than these Sinhalese young 
men?" 

It is true these pupils were all that Professor Sun- 
nimead had pictured them. For the rest, they knew 
nothing of the doubts and apprehensions of the pro- 
fessors. They were attentive and studious, and 
received the doctrines as they were given them with- 
out question. 

Whether it was from a sense of obligation under 
which they felt indebted to the university for their 
instruction, as well as their bread and butter ; or 
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whether it preceded from a natural reverenoe for 
those in authority, we do not know. True it was they 
were deferential, submissive and industrious, if not 
confiding or communicative. Two of them were in 
the class with Gerald, and it was remarked that there 
never were feelings of antipathy manifested towards 
them by the American boys, such as have been often 
witnessed in other institutions of learning, where 
colored students were admitted. 

Their straight black hair, black eyes and tawny 
skin gave them quite a resemblance to the higher 
types of our American Indians. 

Their companionship with the other students was 
often of the closest character. There was a dignity 
of manner, a loftiness of sentiment, on the part of 
these Sinhalese, that caused them to be looked up to 
and sought after, rather than neglected. Even the 
young ladies of the seminary had ventured some of 
their captivating glances at these manly fellows, from 
time to time ; but thus far their keen shafts had fallen 
harmless. The more they withstood these blandish- 
ments, the more eager were the chits to make an 
impression upon them ; and *'*' As hard as a Sinha- 
lese heart" soon became a proverb in the Savoir 
school. 

Every three weeks, as a rule, Prof. Savoir gave a 
9oirSe in the seminary parlors, to which the students 
and faculty of the university were usually invited. 
Opportunities there occurred for mutual acquaint- 
ance, and some friendships, thus formed, ripened into 
love, and happy marriages followed. Generally how- 
ever, they were but idle flirtations, brought to a 
sudden termination by parental interference, an 
enforcement of the seminary rules, or the caprice of 
the parties themselves. 

Only two or three elopements had ever occurred, 
and none of recent date; but the legends of these 
early adventures were regularly handed down to 
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the new-comers with other tradition of the institu- 
tion. 

It is strange that, no matter how carefully guarded 
may be the secrets of a school, they will find their 
way sooner or later to the ears of every new pupil 
that arrives. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER II. 

The university of Jansenville occupies a command- 
ing position upon an imposing hill overlooking the 
town bearing its name. 

It is almost entirely surrounded by gigantic firs 
and maples, and its tall gables would hardly be 
noticed above the trees, did they not blink and 
twinkle through their many shutterless windows, in 
the early morning sunlight, like living things, long 
before a single ray has touched the white houses of 
the town or sparkled upon the fluttering bosom of 
lake " Finnwater," which lies shining like a gem in 
the distant valley below. 

The old inhabitants of this " university town " 
do not realize the peculiar healthfulness of their 
climate. They do not know the air they breathe 
is particularly pure and invigorating. Few of them 
indeed have any knowledge, from experience, of the 
enervating drowsy atmosphere of more southerly lat- 
itudes, or the sharper changes of the farther north. 

They never travel and rarely think of their 
climate. They are happy and comfortable, content 
to stay at home, and always proud of their univer- 
sity. The town itself stands about twelve hundred 
feet above the sea-level, surrounded by hills in appar- 
ently endless succession, which, though cultivated to 
their summits, are almost lofty enough to be dignified 
with the name of mountains. 
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The farmers who dwell upon these grassy slopes, 
or even in the valleys below, cannot boast of an 
exceedingly fertile soil; but they obtain moderate 
returns from their fields and dairies, while their 
pleasant homes and surroundings make up for all 
the rest. 

The accounts which they sometimes read of sultry 
summers in crowded cities seem to them lament- 
able fables of newspaper folk, when contrasted with 
the spicy, resinous air of their pine-forests and the 
exhilarating effect of their mountain sunrises. 

The sky, which so gracefully curves over this ele- 
vated plateau, is quite Italian in its summer tints. 
The delicate blue into which the soft azure of the 
hills along the distant horizon melts and is lost gives 
the appearance of a depression in the earth's surface, 
so that the dwellers in the town seem to live, as it 
were, in a little "happy valley" of their own. 

Fortunate, indeed, is the man who can claim this 
happy valley as his childhood's home. 

Amidst all the experiences and perplexities of an 
active life, one by one the sweet illusions and mem- 
ories of early youth fade away and are lost ; but the 
recollection of this enchanting spot, in which he first 
drew breath, haunts him like an angelic vision, 
strengthening with his years. 

And thus many who have migrated to busy cities, 
in search of wealth and fame, lay down their budget 
of yearly cares during the summer months, tired, dis- 
couraged — disgusted perhaps — with the life-struggle, 
and return hither, as a child to its mother's knee, to 
renew the vigor and elasticitv of youth, and to ascend 
into a purer atmosphere, where mind and body are 
purified and brought nearer to nature and to God. 

None of the allurements of fashionable life are 
found here. No grand dinners tempt the appetite, 
no rich wines fire the blood, no frivolous society ener- 
vates the mind nor demoralizes the community. 
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The moon tips with her silver fingers the pine-clad 
hills and lights up the quiet vales in solemn beauty^ 
and the rising sun darts his earliest beams unsullied 
by the waking slums of misery and vice. 

"Here, if anywhere upon the face of the earth,' 
President Dombrey was wont to exclaim, " should be 
found the simplicity, harmony and purity of rural 
life, the dream of the poets of all time, from thcr 
Georgics of Virgil to the songs of our own money* 
seeking age." 

Many years ago, the beauty and healthfulness of 
this spot were appreciated ; and earnest men, feeling 
that such favorable surroundings ought to react upon 
the human heart and awaken higher aspirations, here 
founded a university dedicated to the Lord. 

Students soon appeared treading its courts, many 
of whom, we fear, had few qualifications for the min- 
istry other than youth, health and leisure. 

In addition to the work of preparing the crude 
material drawn from the surrounding country, it had 
long been one of the pious objects of this well-en- 
dowed institution to support a band of missionariea 
in the benighted land of India, for the purpose of 
saving the souls of the idolatrous and perishing mil- 
lions of those God-forsaken heathens, to the neglect, 
as many thought, of our own " heathens " at home. 

The missionaries in India always considered it a 
difficult field, as they had to contend, not only with 
the hardships and deadly diseases of the climate, and 
the obstinate religious faith of that "barbaric pec 
pie," but also with the rigid rules of caste which 
prevailed. 

It was claimed that these labors were "mightily 
prospered," as evidenced in the reports sent back hj 
the self-sacrificing evangelists from time to time, and 
confirmed by an occasional consignment of a Sinha- 
lese student, as a ward of the university to be 
educated under its protecting care. 
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But for every student thus imported, " snatched as 
a brand from the burning," how many of those poor, 
devoted men and women laid down their lives upon 
the parched soil of that sunny land I 

How many of their hapless infants, bom in their 
frail bungalows, paid the penalty of their parents' en- 
thusiasm with their innocent lives ! 

How many mothers, as they laid away their prec- 
ious offspring in the jungles, questioned in their agony 
even the love and wisdom of Almighty God, in thus 
chastening His faithful servants. 

Although we may believe these pious sacrifices 
useless, utterly so, and although we may feel that the 
low state of religious faith (or want of it) in our 
own country demands every effort for true enlighten- 
ment, yet we cannot but respect the devotion which 
inspires men and women thus to give their lives and 
the lives of their offspring, under a mistaken convic- 
tion that they are rescuing from eternal torment that 
really pious, mystic-loving, religious people, — a people 
who, centuries before Christ appeared on earth, be- 
lieved in His purest moral teachings, and many of 
whom in all these years have lived and died in the 
full belief and practice of all the essential truths of 
Christianity. 

At the time this 8tory opens, there were at the 
university four Sinhalese students, by name Kohr 
JShn^ Thun-Q-ah^ Vin-Goorlahy and KymrDhwen. 

Thev were fine specimens of physical manhood, 
with few features distinctive of their nationality, 
except a somewhat dusky color, and certain round 
holes in the lobes of their ears, whether for caste, 
ornamental or religious purpose, no one knew. 

The last-named, Kyn-Dhwen, was the brightest 
scholar. He spoke the English language fluently, 
having learned it in the schools of Ceylon, as indeed 
had all the others. 

The father of Kyn-Dhwen died when his boy was 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EASTWABD. 13 

but fourteen years of age, but he had so earnestly and 
deeply implanted the Buddhist faith in his tender 
heart by early teaching that no after-instruction 
could entirely eradicate it. 

The mother, after the death of her husband, became 
80 thoroughly frightened by the terrible pictures of the 
suflferings of the unconverted and damned souls in 
hell painted by the zealous Christian missionaries that 
she gave up this her only child to be educated in the 
**true and saving faith," believing she might thus 
expiate the sins of her beloved husband as well as 
her own and at the same time prevent the eternal 
damnation of her beloved son. 

Kyn-Dhwen was handsome, dignified, of light com- 
plexion, and, unlike the others of his race, he was tall 
and arrowy. In disposition he was generous and sen- 
sitive, and, although decidedly taciturn, soon became 
a favorite with the students, with whom he entered, 
without reserve, into all their college games and 
plays. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A MILE or more from the university, on the oppo- 
site side of a wide intervening valley stood a beauti- 
ful cottage covered with climbing roses, which now, 
in the bright spring-time, clung to its angles, spread 
along its low eaves, and almost concealed the humble 
dwelling in brilliant wreaths of flame-colored blos- 
soms. The modest lawn in front was here and there 
decked with patches and clumps of flowering shrubs 
artistically placed, forming a picture delightful to the 
eye and marking the abode of culture and taste. 

This cottage was the home of Solomon Whitney, 
and was somewhat isolated from the other dwellings 
that dotted the hillside. 

It appeared in marked contrast with the usual 
deserted-looking American farmhouses, whose occu- 
pants, having exhausted all their energies upon their 
fields, had neither the taste nor the leisure to beau- 
tify their dwellings. 

This little farm was all that Mr. Whitney had been 
able to save from his estate, after a litigation of many 
years with the church of which his father — good old 
deacon Whitney — had been a devoted member. The 
lawsuit grew out of the peculiar terms of a will made 
by the good deacon, in which he wished to divide his 
property, conditionally, between the church and his 
iion. 

The old gentleman had always stood in prayer and 
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Bat in singing, and insisted that the congregation 
should do likewise. " Who ever read," said he, ** of 
Christ or His apostles, or the holy men of old, sitting 
down to pray ? " To this innovation the church never 
would consent, but continued to do just the contrary. 
In his will, therefore, the old deacon provided that 
half of his estate should go to the church if a major- 
ity of its members should agree to change their form 
of worship and adopt his ; otherwise, the whole estate 
was to revert to his son Solomon. 

The majority declined at once to make the change 
demanded, but voted to begin a suit at law under the 
will, to secure one-half of the property. 

After a litigation of many yeai-s, Mr. Whitney was 
declared the only lawful legatee ; but all the estate, 
except this small farm, was absorbed in costs. 

The grasping church was wrecked : the only consola- 
tion left the heir, except an undying hatred of churches 
in general, and this church-litigant in particular. 

Mr. Whitney took delight, thereafter, in announc- 
ing that his only child and daughter " Faith" should 
never enter a church, nor be taught any sectarian 
doctrine. 

He was determined, he said, that her young mind 
should never be warped, nor distorted by prejudice, 
nor hypocrisy, and that she should be entirely free 
from any early sectarian belief or influence. 

This was no hardship for Faith. During the week 
she attended the village school, and on Sundays and 
holidays roamed over her father's fields and in the 
woods, where she soon grew into close communion 
with nature. 

In the deep recesses of the forest she loved to listen 
to the timid partridge as it twittered in the bushes, 
and to spy out the blue-birds that peeped down 
from their leafy perches watching for her approach, — 
for she always brought them food, — when they would 
fly about her and almost alight upon her arms. 
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She appeared to be acquainted and in harmony 
with everything animate and inanimate. 

She talked to the flowers when she plucked them, 
asking "if she hurt them much," and "why their 
blood was not red like hers." She believed they 
understood her, and thought they welcomed her com- 
ing by their nodding petals. 

" Solomon ! " said Mrs. Whitney one evening, " I 
have misgivings sometimes about the way we are 
raising Faith. I am afraid we are not paying suflS- 
cient attention to her religious education." 

" How so ? What's the matter now ? " 

Mr. Whitney possessed a stronger will than his 
wife, and in his judgment she reposed the most im- 
plicit confidence, notwithstanding the low ebb to 
which he had finally brought their fortunes. 

" Well, I often think we should teach Faith to say 
her prayers and study the Bible. A queer feeling 
comes ov-er me every time she asks me to tell her 
about God and heaven and angels, of which she 
hears other children speak." 

" Nonsense, Jerusha. It's only because our early 
teaching controls our opinions. We become Jew or 
Gentile according to our surroundings in youth. 
When she is old enough she can form her own belief. 
I shall not attempt to bias her mind in the least. 
But I'm not going to talk to her now about our 
heavenly Father, His loving-kindness. His charity for 
our weaknesses. His tender mercies, and then try to 
reconcile these self-evident truths with the Old Tes- 
tament fables, which are so directly in contradiction. 

" Only think of a just and loving Father command- 
ing all the first-born of Egypt to be destroyed ; and 
the children of Israel to be avenged on the Midian- 
ites by slaying every male child, and every man, mar- 
ried woman and widow. What sentiments to teach 
a sensitive child I No, Jerusha, don't be uneasy 
about Faith. She has a good mind and a good 
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understanding, which is the sixth sense, and I'll trust 
her. When 1 think of the stupid Sundays I passed 
in my youthful days, when my father made me listen 
to long-drawn sermons, by prosy ministers, about 
Hell^ the Trinity^ Vicarious Atonement^ Election and 
Reprobation^ and the like, I consider the time worse 
than lost. I really feel that I was deprived of my 
childhood's right, the right to enjoy pleasant and 
agreeable thoughts. Why, my dear wife, I wouldn't 
have our daughter's mind perverted in that manner 
for any consideration." 

Mrs. Whitney submitted, as she always did, after 
talking with her husband on these subjects, although 
she could not agree with him entirely in his bitter 
hatred of all churches. 

Faith never seemed to miss the society of other 
children. She roamed about the fields alone, plunged 
into the wildest thickets, and remained for hours 
away. Upon one occasion, when about twelve 
yeai*s old, her mother asked her if she wouldn't like 
to have some of her little cousins spend the summer 
with her, as she would enjoy her woodland rambles 
so much more if she had the society of young com- 
panions. 

" Why, mother ! " said she, astonished, " I'm never 
alone. I have plenty of companions all the time." 

"Of course, you have your father and mother 
here at home, my dear child ; but you need children 
of your own age to play with when you go to the 
woods." 

" But I have them always in the woods with me^ 
mother ! " 

** Faith dear, what do you mean ? Who goes to 
the woods with you, — there are no children near ? " 

"I don't know who they are, nor where they come 
from, but they are always there : little children and 
grown people, men and women, and Indians too ! " 

"My child, you frighten me! Have you been 
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reading fairy-stories? or what has filled your head 
with such nonsense ? " 

'*Why, mamma, I don't know what fairy-stories 
are. 

*' What do you mean, then, by all you have just 
told me?" 

" I mean, mamma, that for ever so long, whenever 
I've gone alone to the woods, I've found people there. 
They don't seem exactly like the people I meet in 
the village, and don't look like them neither, but 
they talk and sing to me, and tell me such nice, 
pretty stories. 

" I was a little frightened by them at first; for they 
all disappeared suddenly and then came back again. 
Did you never see them, mamma, in the woods when 
you were a little girl ? " 

" My daughter, I fear you are not well. You must 
be feverish, you talk so extravagantly. Come here 
and let me feel your pulse." 

'^ Why, mamma, I'm well. What is there strange 
in my seeing these people? I see them here, too, 
sometimes," and she pointed about the room. 

Mrs. Whitney now became thoroughly alarmed. 
She went out immediately to the garden and called 
her husband. 

As soon as she told him of their conversation, he 
came to the house, and, taking Faith upon his knee, 
questioned her closely, when she confirmed all her 
mother had said. 

They were both astonished and frightened, and 
sending her out to play, Mr. Whitney inquired of 
his wife if she had a good appetite. 

" Yes. She eats regularly and heartily." 

" I think she has never read foolish stories ? " 

" No, never ! Where could she obtain them ? " 

" It is very singular, and I think it would be best 
to call in our family physician. No doubt, her brain 
is afifected either from over-study at school, or a too 
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solitary life at home. It may be the forerunner of a 
fierious illness, and the doctor should see her at 
once." 

They said no more to Faith, but watched her with 
increased caution. 

She attended as usual to her flowers, set the table, 
washed the dishes, swept and dusted, as she had been 
accustomed to do, and seemed cheerful and uncon- 
cerned. 

In the evening Dr. Goodman called. His face 
always wore a broad smile, and one could hardly look 
upon him without feeling that sickness and suffering 
must yield to his genial countenance and kindly 
manner, if not to his skill. 

*' What's up now ? " said he, bustling in as Mrs. 
Whitney opened the door. " Your good man has 
broken a limb, I suppose. He's certainly the most 
careless man I ever knew. Got plenty of old linen ? 
Shall want it for bandages. Have expected some- 
thing of this sort for weeks, ever since he's been 
driving that terrible, wild colt, which acts like old 
Nick, when in harness." 

At this point Mr. Whitney entered. 

" Oho, sir ! I thought you were laid up. I was 
just preparing to set a limb for you." 

" But, say ! It ain't the child Faith ? " and a cloud 
passed over the old physician's pleasant face, as he 
turned inquiringly to ilrs. Whitney. 

The doctor had a great fondness, even weakness, 
for children, having none of his own, and he was 
almost superstitious about treating them, though 
generally successful ; but his smile vanished and he 
became unnerved when confronted with those terri- 
ble scourges of the young, — croup, diphtheria, and 
scarlet-fever. 

" God alone saves them, not I," he always replied 
when a fond parent blessed him for saving her dar- 
ling's life. " Medical skill is nothing. I'm no more 
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than any one of you in the face of these awful 
diseases, and I always feel how impotent is human 
skill. To God and the nurses belongs the cure." 

Faith was an especial favorite with the doctor, and 
he often patted her on the head, saying he hoped she 
would escape these frightful dangers. 

He now felt certain she was the object of his visit ; 
but at that moment she came bounding into the 
room like a young Dryad, looking as bright and well 
as usual. 

The good doctor was now indeed in a quandary. 
He began to think he was the victim of a practical 
joke ; but his suspicions were soon dispelled by Mrs. 
Whitney asking her daughter to go out again, as they 
wished to talk to the doctor in private. 

"Doctor," said Mrs. Whitney, as soon as Faith had 
left, "you are no doubt surprised that we should 
send for you when no one is sick ; but we have a 
very strange case, about which we wish to consult you. 

" Our daughter has just been telling us that she 
always sees persons, men, women and children about 
her when she goes out into the fields. She sees them 
also in the house, and they talk to her and she to 
them, but particularly when she is alone in the woods. 

" She says she is never alarmed at their appearance 
and always thought everybody saw them as she 
does." 

The doctor was puzzled. He pulled at his beard, 
and abstracting a stray hair, drew it slowly through 
his fingers. 

Mrs. Whitney continued, " She seems perfectly well 
bodily, doctor ; but we are afraid her mind is getting 
disturbed, or it may be an indication of approaching 
illness ; and we have sent for you to see her and tell 
us what you think had better.be done for her." 

" Hem ! hem ! " coughed the doctor ; " send for the 
child." 

Mrs. Whitney called her, and she came in, wonder- 
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ing why she was the object of such anxious solici- 
tude. 

The doctor took one of her plump, little hands in 
his right, put his left on her brow, looked at her 
tongue, examined her eyes, and listened to the beat- 
ing of her heart. " Do you sleep well at night, my 
child?" 

" I guess I sleep pretty well," faltered Faith ; " but 
I don't know." 

" How about your dreams, — do you dream bad 
dreams ? " 

" I don't dream very often, or don't remember 'em 
if I do." 

" But when you do remember them, — what are they 
like?" 

She thought a moment. " Well, I dreamt once I 
had a leaping-pole as tall as the trees in papa's 
woods, and I leaped with it from tree to tree, looking 
into all the birds'-nests and gathering nuts on the 
highest branches. 

"Suddenly I fell from a high tree-top, and I 
thought I would be killed, but I reached the ground 
so Boftly^ and then I woke up." 

" Hem, hem ! Disturbed sleep." He questioned 
her then yery minutely about the forms she had seen. 

Turning to the anxious parents, he said : " I think 
the child is troubled with worms. They affect chil- 
dren very strangely sometimes, and no doubt the 
visions she sees are the results of a disturbed brain 
occasioned by this trouble. I think if you watch her 
at night you will find she tosses herself about un- 
easily in bed. Her day visions are doubtless the 
distorted shadows of her sleeping fancies." 

Relieved beyond expression by his suggestions, 
Mrs. Whitney asked, " What shall we do, doctor?" 
saying that now she thought of it, the child looked 
white about the mouth in the morning, which she 
had alwajTS heard indicated worms. 
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" What shall we do ? " replied the doctor, looking' 
wise and again clearing his throat by his impressive 
" hems ; " " why, give her vermifuge. There's no 
doubt that'll set her all right, and you may be thank- 
ful it's no worse ! " 

Dr. Goodman was of the old school, and, as the 
custom was in those days, carried an apothecary's 
shop with him in a pair of black saddle-bags, stowed 
away under the seat of his low, rickety shay. Fetch- 
ing this to the house, he slowly opened the time- 
worn bag and brought forth a bottle of the bitter 
decoction : " Give her one dose of this to-night and 
another in the morning. The next day I will call 
again." 

" Then there is no danger, you think, doctor ? " 
said Mrs. Whitney as she anxiously followed him to 
the door and down the gravel walk to the gate. 

" Oh, not the least, madam, not the least I I wish 
I felt as safe about all my patients," he added, as he 
drove away. 

She gave Faith a dose of the horrid mixture that 
night, and if the poor child had never been troubled 
by perverse dreams before, she had good cause for 
them now. A ball of yarn rolled before her eyes all 
night, twisting and twirling around, but would not 
unwind for her; and she awoke in the morning really 
sick, with a violent headache and no appetite 
for her breakfast. Her mother ascribed these symp- 
toms to the curative effects of the medicine, and of 
coui-se gave her a second dose, according to the pre- 
scription of the physician. 

Faith lay upon the couch all day, thoroughly sick, 
and too miserable to sit up. 

The next morning the faithful doctor returned. 

** Well, how is my little patient this morning ? " 
Seeing her pale face upon the lounge. " Has she 
seen any of those scarecrows to-day ? " 

" No, doctor ! She has not been out of bed to-day. 
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and has not felt like seeing anyone," replied Mrs* 
Whitney. 

'* She'll soon be all right," he replied. " Give her 
the medicine to-day and to-morrow, and well drive 
off these hobgoblins forever." Then patting the 
sick child upon the head and telling her to " perk 
up," he bustled away. 

As soon as he had left, Faith called her mother. 

" Mamma," said she, " all the time Dr. Goodman 
was here, a tall man was standing behind him, shak- 
ing his head as if he meant, ' You mustn't take that 
stuff.' I was afraid to tell the doctor, but I don't 
want to take any more of that bitter medicine." 

Poor Mrs. Whitney's courage now quite forsook 
her, and she sank upon the nearest chair, weak from 
anxiety and fear. She tried to answer her daughter 
bravely however, and said, — 

" This is all nonsense. Faith. No one said a word 
but Dr. Goodman, and no one else was present. 
How can you talk so ? Come, you must take another 
dose of the medicine immediately," and she arose to 
fetch it. 

Mrs. Whitney kept her medicines on a shelf over 
the clock and near the ceiling, and accessible only 
by standing on a chair. She did this that no one 
might reach them but herself, and that there could 
be no possibility of a mistake in administering 
them. 

But now she sought for her bottle in vain. 
" Where can it be ? " said she ; " I put it on the shelf 
not half an hour ago." 

" Mamma," said Faith, " the man says, ' Look in the 
parlor and you'll find it under the rug, empty.' " 

Mrs. Whitney found it as directed and being greatly 
puzzled and frightened, went to the field again, 
where her husband was at work, and told him all 
that had occurred. 

Mr. Whitney dropped his hoe immediately, and. 
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started to follow his wife to the house, but seeing his 
colt saddled and bridled where he had left it a few 
moineuts before, he mounted at once and galloped 
after the doctor. It was not diflBcult to overtake 
him, as his old spavin'd mare could only travel 
about three miles an hour, and Mr. Whitney was soon 
at his side, relating what had transpired after his 
departure. 

"I've been thinking, Whitney," said the doctor, 
" ever since I left your house, that like enough I'd 
misunderstood the case, and it moughten't be worms 
after all ! I thought I'd wait a bit, and see if the ver- 
mifuge would do any good ; but since you've told me 
of this last freak, I'm sure it ain't worms." 

" What on earth can it be then ? " asked Mr. 
Whitney. 

The doctor looked knowingly into Mr. Whitney's 
face, but Mr. Whitney's face was a blank. 

" Now look here, Whitney, just hitch that wild 
critter of your'n, and take a seat here in the shay, 
'long side of me, and I'll tell you what I think." 

Mr. Whitney hitched his colt and took the seat as 
directed. 

" Whitney, you are an honest man, that's true ; 
but not every honest man does always just the right 
thing. You're what I call cranky, eccentric, and 
obstinate ! You didn't do the fair thing by the 
church, eh ! — Now, did you ? — You thought you did, 
no doubt ; but you didn't, and everv member of the 
church will tell you so. You law d them year in 
and year out, until both you and the church grew as 
poor as the mice that scampered over the floor. You 
broke up the church to be sure ; but are you any 
better off for it to-day? Not a bit ! You cut 
yourself and family off from the church society, which 
is the best here, and you turned bitterer than ffall 
'gainst everybody and everything belonging to it!" 

" But what has all this to do with my daughter's 
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illness ? " asked Mr. Whitney, as he slowly came to 
himself after this savage onslaught. 

^^The sins of the father are sure to be visited 
upon the children,** replied the doctor. "That's the 
scripter for it. Now, your daughter, the dear child, 
never went to Sunday school in her life. I dare say 
she don't know anything about the Catechism, nor 
the Ten Commandments, this minute, to say nothing 
of the Trinity and vicarious Atonement. 

"I believe the Almighty is punishing you through 
her for your neglect and wrong-doing toward the 
church. Whitney, I believe your daughter is pos- 
sessed of the Devil ! And you are responsible for 
it." 

This declaration was overwhelming, coming from 
his family physician. Mr. Whitney showed no visible 
signs of emotion however, but, looking the doctor 
firmly in the eyes, asked, " What treatment, doctor, 
would you recommend for devils ? " 

"The insane-asylum and a straight-jacket!" re- 
plied the doctor. Mr. Whitney left the shay and 
Dade him good-morning, when the doctor drove o£E 
as rapidly as his old mare could trot. 
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It is diflScult to describe Mr. Whitney's state of 
mind as he slowly returned from this overpowering 
interview. 

The confidence which he had always reposed in 
his old family physician was sadly shaken, although 
what he had heard was without doubt the doctor's 
honest conviction, as well as the general opinion of 
his church. 

He mused, as he rode along, over his past life and 
experience, saying to himself, — " I've long known 
the church threatened me with that godly retribu- 
tion which they believed would come in the shape of 
individual misfortune and overtake me sooner or 
later, — the wish being father to the thought; but 
I really hoped they would outgrow such unnatural 
prejudice and no longer see in a God of love a vin- 
dictive tyrant. Just to think, too, of their including 
my poor child in their anathemas I 

*^ Ah ! it is astonishing to what lengths prejudice 
and superstition will carry apparently .sensible men, 
even those who profess to be governed by the pure 
teaching of Jesus Christ. 

" If such narrow-minded bigots had the power, I am 
afraid they would prove themselves equal to all the 
cruelties ever inflicted by the Inquisition, and hang, 
drown or burn everyone who did not accept their 
miserable creeds. 
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'^ I haye no doubt the doctor will spread his insane 
conceit that their orthodox devil has possession of 
my daughter* and the church will, of course, include 
the rest of the family." 

These and similar very natural conclusions passed 
through the excited imagination of Mr. Whitney as 
he journeyed slowly back to his door, where his wife 
stood awaiting him with a doleful account of Faith's 
actions during his absence. She told him she had sat 
for half an hour or more, moodily in a corner, with her 
hand over her eyes as if asleep, never arousing herself 
to say a word, nor paying the least attention to all 
her anxious coaxing and entreaties. 

" Is she still asleep ? " asked her father. 

" No, she is now as well and natural acs ever, sitting 
in the kitchen playing with her kitten." 

In the evening she again relapsed into the same 
unconscious condition as before, her head resting on 
her hand, remaining for some time oblivious to all 
surroundings. 

The parents now felt convinced beyond a doubt 
that the mind of their child was involved in this 
strange affliction; and Mrs. Whitney was so over- 
come with the thought that she gave way to a violent 
fit of sobbing. 

" Jerusha, said Mr. Whitney, " don't be unneces- 
sarily alarmed; we must not be hasty in our con- 
clusions. We must act sensibly in this matter, with 
the well-being of our child at heart. I will go to- 
morrow morning and fetch Faith's aunt and uncle 

over from G ^ and we will hold a family council* 

Their opinion and advice will be valuable ; for they^ 
are intelligent and experienced, and besides are 
very fond of her. We will also invite Dr. Good- 
man again ; for I wish them to hear his opinion from 
his own lips, which has so terribly shocked us. In 
the meantime, let us be calm and kindly patient with 
Faith, showing neither undue anxiety, nor fear." 
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The narrow road over which Mr. Whitney traveled 

the next morning to the village of G wound in 

and out amongst the hills, now through dense, dark 
forests of pine and fir, and again out into the bright, 
cheery sunlight of an early summer morning. The 
wavy fields of growing grain, already beginning to 
show the promised harvest, were gently bowing 
their grateful tops as if in adoration to the Giver of 
all growth. 

The exquisite emerald carpet of the meadows, 
sprinkled with rosy clover blossoms, seemed to pout 
in dark spots at the tall firs which clustered upon one 
side of the field and here and there threw down 
upon the glittering floor sombre shadows. 

The early sky-larks were constantly springing 
heavenward, singing their brief carols, and dropping 
again as briefly into the dewy grass to acquire fresh 
courage to rise again and repeat their notes of praise. 

The pretty bobolinks were also calling to their 
mates in musical roundelays, while the ferns, the wild 
mountain shrubs and the resinous pines permeated 
the morning air with their healthful and invigorat- 
ing breath. 

But all this beauty was lost upon Mr. Whitney. 
Nature was in her loveliest dress, yet his heart was 
not in sympathy, and the journey was lonely and sad. 
His whole life passed in review before him. His 
early childhood, which had been so distasteful to him 
because of his father's stern Calvinistic faith ; his own 
rebellious opposition to that father's religious family 
teachings; and later, his bitter contest with his 
father's church, — all came vividly to his mind. 

He had married Jerusha Woodruflf during the 
early years of that litigation. She was of a peculiarly 
forgiving and affectionate disposition, and these ad- 
mirable qualities influenced him greatly. Stilly that 
softening influence was not powei$ul enough to over- 
come the strong prejudice he entertained against 
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orthodoxy, a prejudice that had grown from an early 
conviotioo, through long years of contest for his legal 
rights. When iaith came, his whole affectionate 
nature was lavished upon her; and because of this 
loye, he had insisted that her religious opinions and 
coDvictions should develop naturally. 

Now, as he rode along, the doctor's words, " cranky ^ 
obstinate^ eocentricy^ ranc^ like a reproach in his ears. 
He asked himself, *^ Am I right ?^' and " What is 
truth f Even the great embodiment of all truth, 
human and divine, failed to convince the Roman 
Governor." Then the response came to him, "Let 
every man be judged out of his own heart." 

Mr. and Mrs. Winchester, the uncle and aunt for 
whom he was going, had no children of their own. 
They were in middle-life, well-to-do in the worlds 
and lived in a comfortable manner upon a moderate 
income, to which was added an emolument derived 
from several insurance companies, of which he was 
the agent. They owned their home, a pretty cottage 

in the prosperous village of G , ten miles from a 

railroad centre. As Mr. Winchester was accustomed 
to drive about the country, in the line of his business, 
and to go occasionally by rail, he enjoyed oppor- 
tunities for meeting people, and learning the acti- 
vities of the changing and busy world, far greater 
than his brother-in-law. He also received the city 
daily papers, was quite a reader of books on scientific 
subjects, and well up on all the popular questions of 
the day, — hence his opinion and judgment were con- 
stantly sought in the village. Indeed by his neigh- 
bors he was considered quite an oracle. 

Mrs. Winchester ("Aunt Patience," as she was 
called) frequently visited her sister, and often begged 
that Faith might spend a winter with her ; but she 
was always met with the objection that " her father 
could not spare her for a single day." 

When they saw Mr. Whitney drive up to their 
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door at ten o'clock in the morning, they looked at 
each other with alarm, for nothing short of sickness 
or distress could really induce a farmer to leave his 
crops in the growing season. Now, seeing his grave 
face, they knew he must have come on a painful 
errand. 

He told them, as briefly as possible, of Faith's 
afifliction, dwelling on the idea of her insanity, and 
begged them to return at once with him, and give 
him the benefit of their advice. 

Both Mr. and Mrs. Winchester, with their strong 
magnetism, consoled and cheered Mr. Whitney 
greatly, telling him to hope for the best. As soon 
as dinner was over, they made brief preparations and 
accompanied him home. 

During her father's absence. Faith was engaged in 
her usual round of duties and pleasures, and not 
until half an hour before his return did she manifest 
any of her peculiar symptoms. Then she sat down 
again, with her head resting on her hand, and cov- 
ered her eyes as before. 

Ordinarily a visit from her aunt and uncle gave 
her the greatest pleasure; but now she sat as if 
asleep and unconscious, and made no movement of 
welcome, although told of their presence. 

"Does she never speak during these spells? "in- 
quired Mr. Winchester. 

" Never, as far as we know," replied Mrs. Whitney, 
"her lips move sometimes as if speaking to herself, 
but she never utters a word." 

" Is she never violent ? " 

"Never! On the contrary, she seems absorbed 
within herself, as if asleep." 

'* How long do these attacks last? " 

" Usually about half an hour, but sometimes 
longer." 

'' And was she never troubled with these spells be- 
fore the doctor gave her that medicine for worms?" 
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** We never knew them to occur before." 

^^ Did you never speak to her about her singular 
conduct? " 

^^ At dinner to-day she appeared so natural, so like 
hei-self, that I asked her if she remembered how 
strangely she had acted yesterday. 

" ' Do you mean, mamma,' said she, * while I was 
asleep ? I didn't dream anything, and I didn't know 
I had been asleep until I woke up and saw you and 
papa standing over me.* " 

The doctor now arrived, still firm in his conviction 
that the sooner Faith was dispatched to an insane- 
asylum the better. 

She appeared to divine his thoughts, and as soon 
as he had seated himself, she arose and gazing 
dazedly about the room, walked rapidly to the closet 
where hung her hat and shawl, and seizing them, 
started for the front door. 

They were watching her movements intently, and 
the doctor suggested in an undertone that all keep 
quiet and see what she would do. 

Mr. Whitney, however, fearing some injury might 
befall his child, sprang forward to seize her ; no in- 
junction of the physician could restrain his paternal 
solicitude. Suddenly she threw open the door, 
darted out upon the road, and fled as if carried along 
by superhuman power. 

Her father followed as rapidljr as possible, and 
both were soon hidden from view by the over- 
hanging trees. The rest of the party, led by Mr. 
Winchester, came panting along behind. 

After a long chase Faith threw herself at the foot 
of a willow-tree, under whose drooping limbs she 
had often played, and when her father reached her, 
she looked up into his anxious face as calm as if 
nothing had occurred. She appeared not in the 
least fatigued, although all the rest were ready to 
drop from exhaustion. 
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The doctor now proposed to construct a palanquin 
of branches, on which to carry her back to the house ; 
but she arose quietly, and without speaking a word, 
submissively allowed herself to be led back by the 
hand of her father. 

On reaching home, she again seated herself in a 
state of semi-consciousness, her left hand over her 
eyes as if to shade them from the light, and her 
right moving nervously back and forth over the small 
table near which she sat. Her father kindly took 
her hand and spoke to her, but she quickly drew it 
away and moved it over the table as before. 

" She acts as if writing," said the doctor, " what a 
strange fancy ! " 

Mr. Winchester, who was sitting behind her, now 
drew a pencil and paper from his pocket. She seemed 
intuitively conscious of the act; for turning round 
toward him, she seized the paper and nervously 
scribbled a few lines which she passed to her 
mother. 

Mrs. Whitney read aloud: "Sister Jerusha, your 
brother John counsels patience I '^ 

A profound silence for a moment ensued. 

Mrs. Whitney's brother "John" had died some 
years before; she was deeply attached to him and had 
nursed him through his long and fatal illness. 

" Crazy as a loon," muttered the doctor in a sub- 
dued voice. 

Mr. Winchester turned toward the parents, and 
in a quiet and solemn manner remarked, as if the 
idea had just now occurred to him, " Brother Whit- 
ney, this appears like spiritualism ! " 

The doctor was indignant that another, and he 
not a physician, should express an opinion on the 
case differing from his own. 

He therefore arose, exclaiming, " What ! Spiritual- 
ism ? Devilism I " 

Mr. Winchester looked sharply around and said. 
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" Doctor Goodman, what do you know about spirit- 
ualism?" 

"Nothing," replied the doctor curtly, "and what'a 
more, I don't want to know anything about it." 

" That is very poor logic, Doctor Goodman, which 
denounces through ignorance, and refuses examina- 
tion or enlightenment, through prejudice or obstinacy. 
It is not likely that you will ever see again in your 
practice such a singular and interesting case as this. 
Should one ever come under your notice, it would 
be well to remember that such remarkable demonstra* 
tions as we have witnessed are not likely to be 
caused by worms. Vermifuge may lay devils, doctor, 
as well as worms, for aught I know ; but it is cer- 
tainly not a proper remedy to quiet the highly ex- 
cited brain of a young girl, nor a panacea K)r such 
disturbances." 

The docter nervously seized his hat, and making^ 
a slight bow to the ladies, left, muttering, " That 
man Winchester is woree than his brother-in-law! 
When a man breaks loose from the restraints of the 
Church of God, and catches at ' isms,' his downward 
career is pretty sure and swift. God and His Church 
are not to be mocked in vain, and some dreadful 
punishment will be sure to fall upon these sinful 
people before long." 

" Brother Whitney ! " said Mr. Winchester, after 
the docter's departure, "I know very little about 
these occult manifestations, and I must confess that 
I have heretofore looked upon them all as the vision- 
ary outgrowths of over-sensitive persons or highly 
nervous temperaments; but when the evidence comes 
through an intelligent and healthy child, who tells 
us that she sees and converses with the dwellers in 
another or subjective existence invisible to us, we 
must confess the subject is entitled to our closest 
and most serious consideration. By the world at 
large, especially by ignorant, weak or highly imag- 
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inative persons, running after these psychologi- 
cal phenomena is not very profitable employment. 
It absorbs the time and the attention due to the 
more important duties of home and family. I think, 
more evil than good is likely to follow investigfation 
by this class of excitable unthinking people." 

Faith now awoke, and rubbing her eyes looked 
bewilderingly around, and asked her mother why 
they were watching her. 

She was evidently ignorant that anything remark- 
able had occurred, and they did not enlighten her. 
A moment after, she arose, and taking her mother's 
hand left the room. 

After she had retired, Mr. Winchester continued : 
" My advice is, that you let the child alone, neither 
talk to her of these matters, nor compel her to take 
medicine. She was well enough before you forced 
these unconscious spells upon her by your anxiety 
and this foolish medical treatment. She has evidently 
a highly nervous organization, and to subject her to 
such an unnatural strain at this early age, may 
entirely destroy her health. Situated as you are 
here, liable to be criticised by every eye, it would be 
very unfortunate if it were known the child possessed 
such unusual occult powers. She would be shunned 
by her schoolmates and friends, and there would be no 
end of disagreeable consequences. It would be bad 
enough in the town where we live, but in this narrow, 
bigoted community the effect would be ruinous." 

"But do you think. Brother Winchester," asked 
Mrs. Whitney, as she re-entered the room, "that 
the souls of the dead ever return to earth again?" 

" That is what many sensible people believe, 
Jerusha." 

" I would rather not believe it." 

" It is not a matter of belief, my dear sister, the 
question simply is, ^ Is it true ? ' And that is what 
we all want to know. 
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«< We are without doubt on the eve of great and 
important discoveries in the hidden forces of nature. 
In heat, electricity, magnetism, and other latent 
powers, astounding results are being developed, and 
it is the height of folly, for anyone in this enlightened 
and inquiring age, to sneer at phenomena without 
the fullest investigation. 

" The Church clings to her old creeds, ideas and 
superstitions, of course, and is still the enemy of all 
advancement in human knowledge. She is said to 
have opposed the use of anaesthetic remedies in sur- 
gery, on the ground that pain was a divine ordeal, 
and only withdrew opposition when it was suggested 
that God put Adam into a deep sleep in order .to 
extract the rib from his side." 

Dr. Goodman stepped in, on his way home, at the 
weekly church-meeting ; for it was Wednesday night, 
when all good deacons and elders assembled in the 
vestry for prayer and discussion. 

After the "church work," as they called the prayer 
and praise, ,was ended, they usually, by way of relax- 
ation, exchanged opinions and indulged in jokes on 
secular matters. They were devout enough, as the 
world goes, in their religious life, these saints of 
Jansenville, though on week-days they laid aside 
their fervor with their Sunday coats, and looked 
sharply after temporal affairs : not always " fearing 
the Lord," if public rumor be reliable. 

It was thought strange by the outside world that 
these good deacons should have so little intimacy in 
private and daily life. They rarely met, save at 
class-meetings, when all united in lusty prayer to 
God to convert sinners and build up their church. 
The censorious said they knew their short-com- 
ings too well to trust each other outside the church- 
walls. 

" Deacon Closecome was said to pass all his mar- 
ket eggs through a hole in a board, reserving the 
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largest for home use." "Deacon Gripwell was 
charged with being hard on his hired help, with 
scrimping his table, and declaring that milk, johnny- 
cake and beans were healthier and better diet than 
meat or coffee. — (They were certainly cheaper.) 
When his men got briars or thistle-thorns in their 
feet or hands during harvest, he told them to wait 
till Sunday to pick them out, — daylight was too 
precious on working-days." 

" Elder Mixer, the village druggist, was charged 
with diluting his liquors and adulterating his drugs 
every Sunday afternoon, when his shop was closed." 
(The first was no doubt a slander, for he was his own 
best customer.) 

" Elder Sharp traded in horse-flesh, and every one 
admitted he knew how to * butter his own bread.' 
He could metamorphose any old stub-tailed cob into 
a beautiful silky-tailed colt, and none the wiser, and 
he was now said to be experimenting on glass eyes." 

"Good old Deacon Ernest, who was called the 
piotiaest and prayerfullest saint in the whole church, 
— except the minister, — said he knew separately 
every letter in the alphabet, but collectively they had 
always proved a stumbling-block to him. In one of 
his prayers he called lustily upon all the sinners 
present to 'jump into the good old ship Lanff Zion' 
and save themselves before she lifted her bulwarks and 
sailed away ! " 

These and similar stories constituted the gossip of 
this good religious town. They were told without 
malice, often by the deacons themselves, as good 
jokes upon each other. They showed at least that 
saints, in worldly matters, were very much like 
worldly sinners after all. 

Dr. Goodman embraced the first lull in the conver- 
sational part of the entertainment to speak on the 
subject which at that moment was nearest his heart. 
Feeling the great importance of the secret whicl] l.e 
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held tightly buttoned beneath his waistcoat, and which 
he was now anxious to communicate, he stroked his 
beard, and began, — 

" Brethren ! it's not my custom, as you know, to 
talk about my patients outside of the profession; 
but I have just come from one whose ailment is not 
of the body," — and dropping his voice to the basso 
profundi^ — "Jwf of the soul! ' 

*' Amen ! Amen ! Amen I " was shouted from every 
corner of the room, through the force of habit. 

" Don't say Amen, brethren," replied the doctor ; 
*' what I'm about to relate must excite your horror, 
and not your Amens." 

Now the good doctor was a power — an oracle — 
in the church, ranking next to the minister himself. 
The rank, however, was stoutly contested by the 
leader of the choir, who held that singing was next 
to prayer. To this the doctor was wont to scornfully 
reply, "What would your psalm-singing and your 
praying amount to without my pills and powders 
to repair your bodies and fit you for Divine ser- 
vice?" 

Therefore this reference to his patient touched 
everv heart, and there fell upon the vestry such a 
sudden hush, such an intense desire to hear the doctor's 
story that a pin could have been heard to drop in any 
part of the room. 

"Not two miles from here, there lies a patient 
whose parents have so long defied God and His 
Church that Satan has at last entered in and taken 
possession of the whole family. He is dragging souls 
aown to perdition, by pretending to send messages 
through this sick child from another world, but which 
are from hell I " 

" Ah I Ah I " and groans and hysterical sobs came 
from a devout sister in a distant corner. 

The elders and the deacons now became excited. 

They brought out their bandanas and spread them 
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over their bald heads, groaning aloud, while anxiously 
awaiting further details. 

The doctor now drew a vivid diagnosis of the case, 
from a medical standpoint, referring particularly to 
the influence and the conduct of the ungodly father, 
who was now suffering retribution through his child. 
He briefly reviewed the cunning manoeuvres of the 
devil in causing a moral and religious blindness in 
the family, thus dragging them all the more surely 
down to hell. 

Having told his thrilling story with all the em- 
bellishments which his excited imagination could 
command, he wiped his heated brow and returned to 
his seat. 

Silence profound, rested over the meeting for a 
few minutes, broken only by the stifled hiccough 
of the astounded sister in the distant corner. 

Elder Sharp at last arose, and the shrill, character- 
istic tones of his voice penetrated and filled every 
part of the room, — the elder's practice at horse- 
auctions eminently fitting him to be heard, — 

"Brethren, it's hard to believe that under the 
very shadow of this church's all-protecting wings 
the devil should snatch at human souls, coming like 
a horse-thief in the night. But, beretheren^ he knows 
his own. The man who went to law with the church 
and robbed her of her rights will surely get his 
desert. The God of Abraham, of Isaac, and the rest 
on 'em, who slayed the enemies of His people in 
Egypt, and in Canaan, is mighty yet to punish those 
who despise His saints. 

" The Lord, my friends, uses Satan to punish sin- 
ners now, as He did when He gave Job biles and 
turned him over to the devil. And punishment is 
still visited upon their children ! — yea I thanks be to 
His holy name unto many generations. Still, breth- 
ren, if we are striving to save the heathen in furrin 
parts, we ought at least do our dooty to sinners at 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EA8TWABD. 39 

home and not leave this here wicked family to perish 
without an eflfort to save their souls. Let us appoint 
a committee to visit and labor with them unto con- 
version." 

But who should compose the committee? None 
of the brethren bad been able heretofore to answer 
the crushing arguments of Mr. Whitney himself; 
and now that he was backed by the devil in person, 
they all felt the eflfort would be utterly hopeless. 

Deacon Ernest came to the rescue. He said he 
didn't see why God wasn't as powerful in this here 
vestry as in the house of the ungodly. " He don't 
tell us to go to hell and hunt the aevil up to convert 
him, nor to run after his imps, but to resist him if 
he comes after us, and he will fly far from us, and 
when we need help, to come to Him. So let us 
come to the Lord, brethren, for help. Let us pray ! " 
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At school Faith was intelligent, quick and studi- 
ous. She was so unselfish and winning in all her 
ways that she soon captivated the hearts of her 
young schoolmates, notwithstanding they were at 
first inclined to shun her: for there were vague 
whispers of her recent infliction. 

She never courted their society however, nor did 
she resent any neglect ; but her sweet simplicity and 
innocence, and her evident purity of heart, soon 
drew them all lovingly toward her, while her modest 
reserve gave them an impression of her superiority, 
as if she were not one of them. There seemed about 
her, indeed, a kind of halo, a mysterious attractive- 
ness which the quick instinct of childhood was prompt 
to discover, but could not analyze, — a sacredness 
fiuch as one feels when gazing into the eyes of 
Raphael's " Madonna di San Sisto " in the Dresden 
G^lery, which picture, indeed, she resembled in a 
remarkable degree. 

The noisy little groups of children never dreamed 
of letting Faith into any of their mischievous pranks ; 
but often modified their own conduct by asking each 
other, " What would Faith Whitney say if she were 
here?" 

Still she was by no means a recluse, but entered 
into all their little amusing games and exercises with 
the same zest as tiie rest. 
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Whenever she was puzzled over an intricate 

Sroblem and became disheartened, she had but to 
rop her head between her hands, turn her mind 
within in deep meditation, as it were, when the 
problem would slowly pass before her inner vision 
worked out and completed. She then copied it from 
memory. 

She never thought of questioning the source of 
this power, nor did she think it a remarkably strange 
gift ; for it had become a part of her life. 

Upon one occasion, to Faith's great distress, one of 
the little girls who sat beside her rested her head 
upon her lap and fell asleep. She could not be 
aroused by the teacher after repeated attempts, until 
Faith timidly placed her hand upon the child's head, 
stroking it gently, when the little one awoke imme- 
diately. 

She was very careful thereafter not to let it be 
known that she possessed powers not common to 
other pupils, — powers the scope and extent of which 
she knew nothing herself. 

She more than satisfied her teachers in all her 
studies. In written composition her exercises were 
far beyond her years ; they showed such a knowledge 
of human nature, such a breadth of reading and 
thought, that they could not understand how so 
young a pupil could write them. She told them she 
always wrote easily and rapidly, and brought her 
manuscripts exactly as she had written them, never 
rewriting nor correcting a word, but admitted that 
she did not always comprehend the full meaning and 
bearing of the subject. 

Thus the years rolled quietly by until Faith 
reached the age of seventeen. 

Her parents followed the advice Mr. Winchester 
had given them, troubling themselves no further 
about her peculiarities. Her spells of abstraction 
and of abnormal influence gradually left her, and 
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there were no further returns of them during her 
school-days. She often told her mother, however, of 
visions which came to her at night, and of the 
pleasure they gave her. Both father and mother 
had long ceased to look upon their daughter's power 
as a calamity, but rather as a heavenly gift and 
blessing. 

In the absence of that serene content which the 
faithful orthodox believer enjoys when resting under 
the blessed assurance of his own escape from hell, 
regardless of the eternal damnation of the rest of 
mankind, — Mr. and Mrs. Whitney rested compara- 
tively happy in the belief that friends who had 
passed from this life were still living in spirit about 
them and became their ministering angels. For 
Faith's sake they rarely spoke of these things, and in 
the course of time her occult powers were remem- 
bered only by the members of her own family. 

She had now finished the high-school course, and 
availed herself of all the books accessible in the very 
limited school-library, consisting chiefly of historical 
works, a few travels, a copy of " Chamber's Miscel- 
lany," " Pilgrim's Progress," the Indian Missions, and 
several bound volumnes of highly prized sermons by 
the most eminent divines. 

The members of the strictly good, orthodox 
school-committee were not going to imperil their 
own souls, nor the souls of the young intrusted to 
their care, by placing within their reach any such 
pernicious books as those of Byron^ Dickens^ Scotty 
Thackeray^ Shakespearcj nor even Thompsotiy Cotoper^ 
or Younff. Not they I Even Milton was rejected; 
for although he wrote of hell, which was orthodox, 
he wrote poetry as well, which grew out of worldly 
imagination and was of the devil incarnate ! 

For a year previous to Faith's graduation, she had 
been a prey to thoughts never known before. 

Perhaps she instinctively began to realize that 
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the period of her girlhood was rapidly drawing to a 
close. 

Her familiar haunts in the forest, where the birds 
twittered in the trees and the squirrels leaped in the 
branches, failed io delight her as of old. Her field- 
walks along the copses in the fence-corners, where 
the red-birds flew about her as if glad to see her, and 
the chipmunks hopped along the fences to greet her, 
DO longer pleased nor satisfied her. 

Often as she sat upon the mossy rocks, or swung 
upon the tender saplings as in childhood, she would 
involuntarily exclaim, "No, this is at an end, — 
Faith Whitney the woman ! you are no longer Faith 
Whitney the child. 

" Oh, that I could live on forever as I have lived, 
with father, mother and my childhood's friends my 
only companions ! But I feel it is decreed that I 
must lead a different life. I must leave home as the 
young bird leaves its nest. I must leave my past 
life and my childhood behind me. Something tells 
me here," — and she put her hand to her head, — 
" * Faith Whitney, henceforth thou must work I 
Thou must look to thy dress, thy manners and thy 
future, and no longer neglect the duties awaiting 
thee ! ' " 

These were painful moments for this young undis- 
ciplined girl, just budding into womanhood. 

She felt an impelling force within her demanding- 
action ; but where that action would tend, or whence 
should come the power, the influence, to press her 
forward, she could not see. Neither father, mother,^ 
nor astral friends were capable of giving her any aid 
in this first great trial ! 

She felt that she must work out the problem of 
her future destiny alone ; that it was — " the problem 
of human life " I 

The young bird must plume its wings and fly. 

One day after struggling again with these — to 
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her — terribly oppressive thoughts, she rose up with 
clasped hands and exclaimed bravely, — 

"Faith Whitney, awake! The romance of your 
childhood is over ! The future beckons you I 
demands yout Awake, and accept your woman- 
hood!" 
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Professor and Madame Savoir were eminently 
fitted for the work they had undertaken. One 
was the complement of the other. Under their 
management, everything connected with the school 
moved in perfect harmony, like a piece of well-oiled 
machinery. With a thorough unanimity of thought 
and purpose, how could it be otherwise? No one 
ever spoke of the Professor without mentioning the 
Madame also; for she was as much a power in this 
educational community as her gifted husband. 

There were no juvenile Savoirs to interrupt the 
conjugal harmony of the twain, nor expose to the 
world any interior friction in their domestic life, if 
such existed. The young ladies in the establish- 
ment alike respected, admired and feared them. 
It was a subject of conjecture amongst them how 
husband and wife could uniformly manifest such 
deferential politeness toward each other, and they 
often wondered if there never was a time when the 
" suaviter in modo " was laid aside and the ^^fortiter 
in re" asserted in its place. 

As we have just said, however, there was no one 
to expose the interior mSnagement of the Savoir man- 
sion. The lady teachers were no nearer the pro- 
fessor and his double than the pupils themselves. 
They were all held, as it were, at arm's length. An 
impassable barrier appeared to separate them; yet 
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they could make no complaint, nor could they 
mention any occasion when they had been unjustly 
treated. 

Both the Professor and the Madame declared 
they detested the system of espionage which pre- 
vailed in other schools. They never required a 
teacher to watch a pupil, much less one pupil to act 
as a spy upon another. No, they considered both 
methods highly impolitic, if not immoral. 

Long years of experience had taught them a more 
discreet and safer method. When a new pupil 
came, they embraced an early opportunity to take 
an impression of the trunk-lock. A skeleton-key 
soon put them in quiet possession of the young 
lady's secrets — the state of her own mind, and also 
that of her papa and mamma. They were never so 
exacting, nor prying, as to require the reading of 
letters which the girls sent home, as was custom- 
ary in some establishments ; and so the poor home- 
sick children could unbosom themselves to their 
fond parents with perfect freedom. The answers 
that these epistles brought, which were often tear- 
fully laid away in their trunks, were for Professor 
and Madame Savoir quite sufficient. " Surely," 
they reasoned together, "if we are to guide aright 
our precious charges, is it not quite proper we 
should understand their hearts?" 

" To this plan we are without doubt indebted for 
the high moral standing of our institution." — 
It was always to them the profoundest mystery how 
the two elopements which had taken place in years 
gone by could have been possible. 

The young ladies were always permitted the freest 
intercouse with the students, but were never allowed 
to leave the seminary grounds with them. They 
l)layed croquet, archery and even light games of 
ball together, during the long, dull summer after- 
noons, upon the school-lawns, which were large and 
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beautifully shaded with many tempting bowers and 
rustic seats, scattered here and there in shaded 
nooks under the trees. 

Gerald Livingston was an admitted favorite with 
the fair maidens, as he was a skilful player in all 
their games, and his perfect ingenuousness of man- 
ner gained him many favors from the teachers. 
Latterly however he had become very fond of the 
company of Kyn-Dhwen, and quite ignored the 
seminary attractions, often preferring to stroll 
through the fields with him or to engage in a game 
of foot-ball with the other students. 

Kyn-Dhwen never really cared much for the 
young ladies' society, and only called upon them 
because urged by the other stuuents. He was there- 
fore only too mlling to meet Gerald's wishes and 
stay away altogether. 

This was not the case with the other Sinhalese 
students. They had become quite interested of late 
in the white beauties, who were glad to accept their 
attentions. Besides, they loved the outdoor exercise 
and the mental relaxation which the ^ames afforded, 
and their achievements in archery and croquet soon 
became something remarkable. The ravishing toi- 
lettes of their fair opponents were lost upon them, so 
absorbed were they in the delight and witchery of 
the contests. 

It was indeed a pretty sight to see these agile 
young fellows draw the bow, and dart like young 
Apollos after the flying arrows, with a swiftness 
and lightness peculiar to the East Indian alone. 

The young ladies, with a quick perception of 
masculine grace and beauty, were ready to lose their 
hearts over these "dear Sinhalese," as they called 
them in the free chatter of their rooms or surrepti- 
tiously discussed them behind their books in the 
class-room. 

Dear little Milly Humphreys, who was the pet 
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and darling of the whole school, received a severe 
reprimand one day from Professor Savoir, after one 
of these exciting games. She was eraphicallj 
describing it to one of her chums, aside, in an 
undertone, while the professor was endeavoring to 
explain an intricate problem in equations — "Multi- 
ply both sides, by four times the co-efficient of a; " — 
when he heard a suppressed titter, and his quick ear 
caught the words, "Just too 'cute for anything." 

He held an Algebra at his side, with his fore- 
finger marking the place. In a flash of anger, he 
slapped the book down upon the desk beside him, — 

"Millicent Humphreys, of Humphrey's Station, 
leave the room I " 

This sudden shock brought Milly to her feet as if 
an anarchist bomb had exploded beneath her. With 
lips half opened in her fright, she gazed like a star- 
tled fawn at the excited professor. 

"Millicent Humphreys," he repeated, "leave the 
room ! " 

This second reprimand in a still loader and more 
determined tone clearly defined her position. She 
pursed up her pretty little mouth defiantly and 
slowly walked out. 

The example had an admirable effect upon the 
remaining girls, and the professor proceeded with his 
explanations uninterrupted. 

Poor little Milly ! She had suffered a severe blow 
and her pride was sorely wounded. When her 
frieads crowded about her at recess, she refused to 
be comforted. 

" I'll pay him up for this," she sobbed, hysterically. 

"It was real cruel," chimed in her room-mate, 
soothingly, while another exclaimed, — 

"I mean to call him ' Professor Savage ' hereafter." 

This struck Milly as being very funny, and she 
laughed through her tears. Still she thought it 
would only be a proper punishment to the professor 
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if she should refuse to come down to supper that 
night. 

She therefore fasted on crackers and chocolate 
drops m her bedroom. 

The next day her face bore a sorrowful and 
injured air in his presence, and she continued pen- 
sive and reticent throughout the amusements of the 
day, although usually one of the brightest, cheeriest, 
liveliest little fairies on the grounds. 

She was only sixteen and had never known a 
cross nor a hardship in her life. 

Quick and witty in repartee, the students loved to 
say piquant things to her in order to hear her happy 
replies. Fully aware of her popularity, she took 
delight in drawing the young men on to declarations 
of love, and, silly boys that they were, two had 
already been on their knees before her, each vowing 
that "without her the world wouldn't be good for 
anything, and life wouldn't be worth living.' 

These conquests only made Milly's frivolous heart 
more coquettish, and, like all foolish children, she 
did not prize the sensible enjoyments that were 
entirely within her reach. 

She thought, "If she could only bring one of 
those reserved Sinhalese, Thun-Gah for instance, to 
his knees, that would be an achievement which none 
of the other girls could boast of." 

Thun-Gah was a picture of manly vigor and 
dignity. His serious black eyes and modest bearing 
seemed to stamp him as proof against female flirtation. 

Milly played croquet with him every time he 
came to the grounds; but let her look never so 
lovely and be never so fascinating, he preserved the 
same exterior. 

A close observer, however, might see that he was 
quite partial to this "airy fairy" little creature, and 
that he never looked at the other young ladies as he 
did at her. 
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Milly was an expert player^ and the games thej 
played together were closely contested. But this 
day it was evident that she felt, as she said, ^^ out o' 
sorts" and scarcely able to make a wicket. Her 
hand was very unsteady, and altogether she seemed 
unusually disturbed and nervous. 

Thun-Gah had never seen her in this frame of 
mind before, and after the second game was over, he 
looked kindly at her and inquired, "What is the 
matter. Miss Milly, are you ill to-day ? " 

He had never before asked her the least personal 
question, and now he called her by her Christian 
name Milly, and his tone was soft and tender. 

It was an unusually sultry afternoon, and they 
were alone upon the grounds, the rest having gone 
upon a stroll to the woods, or to their rooms for an 
aiternoon nap. 

Milly did not look up when he addressed her, but 
his sympathetic words affected her strangely; and 
instead of answering, she put her handkerchief to 
her eyes and wept silently. 

A young lady in tears ! He had never seen such a 
sight before ; and now, dear, gay little Milly was 
weeping. 

During all these past months she had filled a 
prominent place in his thoughts, and he had often 
murmured to himself, " Ah, were I not so dark and 
she so fair, it might have been, it might have been — 
But ah, no I It can never be — it can never be." 

Milly dropped on a low wooden bench under a 
drooping elm, a few steps in the rear, hidden from 
view, and Thun-Gah tossing his mallet down sprang 
to her side. 

His eyes flashed, his lips were hot, and his breath 
came quickly as he threw himself on the grass at 
her feet and gazed up into her face. 

She drew her handkerchief from her eyes as she 
felt him approach, and extended her hand. 
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One glance at her bewitching tear-moistened eyes 
was samcient ; and leaping up he snatched her in his 
arms and pressed his lips to hers in one long pas- 
sionate kiss ! 

"My love! my angel! — You are mine! you are 
mine!" he cried passionately; "you cannot, you 
must not say No. I will carry you off in my arms ! 
I will never let you go ! " 

Milly was frightened at his excited words and 
manner, and as soon as she could get her breath, she 
cried in a whisper, " Put me down ! Put me down ! " 

In an instant he was calm. He placed her again 
upon the seat and stood before her : " I am a brute, 
a tiger," he said, humbly, " to treat you so roughly. 
But Milly, dearest and sweetest being in existence, 
I have been dying for months, fearing to tell you of 
my love. Every day that I have played beside you, 
I have strugglea to master my passion. Dear Milly, 
I cannot live without you. Tell me, dearest, I 
beseech you, shall I live or shall I die ? I can endure 
this agony no longer." 

This was a novel experience for Milly. As the 
young Sinhalese stood before her, she thought how 
erand and beautiful he was in his love. He could 
defy the world, he could take her away from this 
stupid place and her tedious books. Was he not 
perfection anyway I Had she not tried for weeks to 
bring about this very denouement? Was it not 
romantic ? What would the other girls say? 

She lowered her head when her urgent lover 
ceased speaking, while he silently awaited her fiat. 

One, two, three minutes ! 

" Milly, dear Milly," he said at last, softly and 
entreatingly. 

She looked up bashfully into his dark eyes and 
whispered softly, " Take me ! " 

Then clasping his hands reverently, he looked 
upward and exclaimed fervently, " God is merciful I " 
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Again bending down over the blushing figure before 
him, he continued, *' Gladly would I fly with you 
this minute, dear Milly ; but we are here under the 
eyes of the teachers and pupils. And we must 
wait." 

Then starting up again excitedly, he exclaimed, 
" No I No ! I cannot wait I I cannot wait ! You are 
mine ! by all the ties of Heaven you are mine I " 
and again his eyes flashed and his lips quivered. 
He folded his arms resolutely across his broad 
chest, as if in that manner only could he keep 
them from encircling the form of the lovely girl 
before him. 

'' Milly, my heart, my love I Will you fly with 
me ? Will you fly to-morrow night ? " 

The passion which inspired her lover seemed 
influencing her also. She thought only of the 
present. 

" Yes I I am thine — forever thine ! " she whispered 
aloud ; " I will do as you wish I " 

" It would be folly, dearest Milly, to hope for the 
consent of your parents to your marriage with a 
foreigner like myself. They could never view it in 
the proper light. My great love would not weigh a 
feather against my East Indian blood. No, Milly, 
we must marry and get their sanction afterwards ; 
we must elope." 

How sweet it was to the simple Milly to know 
she had inspired such intense feeling I She wished 
he would never stop speaking to her of his love. 
She wished he would fly with her at once, to his 
romantic home, where love would be their only 
thought, their only life ! Her ardent fancy pictured 
his Oriental clime, where summer reigned perpet- 
ually and the trees were laden with tropical fruits, 
nature bountifully supplying what man laboriously 
toiled for elsewhere! She saw the deep forests, 
filled with birds of gorgeous plumage, and heard 
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their strange sweet music — she even laughed aloud 
at the imaginary monkeys leaping in the trees, and 
already felt herself in the arms of her noble lover in 
that enchanted land I 

"I know your room," he continued, "many an 
evening have I watched the light from its window, 
until it flickered and went out, and its mistress 
slept. The little balcony and lattice-work just 
beneath you must make use of to-morrow night ! " 

Milly felt a strange thrill pass through her as the 
event was actually being planned. 

He spoke rapidly, — 

" The whole distance is not over fifteen feet to the 

f round ! At twelve exactly I will await you below I 
tep through your window to the balcony, the lat- 
tice will be a convenient ladder, and I will take you 
in my arms before you are half way down I We 
will catch the midnight accommodation, and reach 

the city of L by morning ! There we will find 

a minister and be married, and we can determine on 
our future movements afterwards." 

This was all very plain and simple. Still, little 
Milly, thoughtless as she was, realized that it would 
take money and that her lover could not have a 
CTeat deal, so she whispered encouragingly, " I have 
nfty dollars in money. Papa sent it to me last 
week, and I've not used a cent of it. I need only 
take my little bag, you know ; we can send for my 
trunk some other time." 

"We must not talk any more now, dear love,*' 
said he; "it is not safe. And, furthermore, we had 
better not meet again until " 

" We elope ! " added Milly, now only too anxious 
for the event to come off. 

" One more word, sweetheart ! You must not 
speak to me when I take you in my arms. Be 
silent 1 " ^ Then, almost in a whisper, " To-morrow 
night at twelve precisely ! " 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



64 EASTWARD, 

"Good-by, darling!*' and with a parting kiss he 
hurried across the lawn and took his way to the 
university, unmindful of everything else in the 
world but the projected elopement. 

Once in his room, he busied himself collecting his 
books and writing short notes to his trusted friends. 

Milly was also all in a flutter. She shut herself up 
in her chamber, and, being afraid to make any 
demonstration, such as putting away her clothes in 
her trunks, or other preparation, for fear of dis- 
covery, she passed the rest of the long day and 
evening too much excited even to think. 

The next morning she went through her reci- 
tations with quite a calm exterior ; but the practiced 
eye of the Madame detected that everything was not 
as it should be. Perhaps the reprimand the pro- 
fessor had given her in the school-room had been 
too severe, and she might be thinking of going home> 
— a thing which could not be permitted. 

She communicated these fears to her double at 
lunch, and when Milly was again at recitation made 
a visit to her room, and explored that receptacle for 
all the schoolgirls' thoughts and fears, — the trunk. 

She was about to give up her search as useless 
when, in the bottom of the handkerchief -box, she 
espied two pink notes, in Milly's handwriting, care- 
fully laid away. One was to her mother, and the 
other to her room-mate. The latter was unsealed,, 
and ran thus : — 

"My Dearest Gussie, — When you read this 
letter, I shall be ' Mrs. Thun-Gah ' and many miles 
away from here. We are going to elope at twelve 
to-night from my window, whicn I know is not the 
best way ; but then, dear Gussie, I am forced to do 
80, you see, under the circumstances. You have no 
idea how he loves me. Oh ! dear Gussie, it takes 
my breath away to write it ; and only think, I did 
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not know it myself until yesterday. Tou know I 
am tired of school and how unhappy I've been of 
late. My husband (how funny it sounds I) is not 
rich ; but, then, where we are goiug one can live on 
bananas and cocoanuts and love. Besides, I know 
Pa will forgive me. I hate awfully to part from you^ 
you dear love of a darling I 

** Ever your adoring 

" MiLLY." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The large pond "Finnwater," nearly two miles 
long and one in width, filled one of the valleys near 
Jansenville and formed a conspicuous feature in the 
landscape. The rounded summits of the hills about 
it were covered with groves of hemlock and spruce, 
which in winter flung down upon its glassy surface 
dark, sombre shadows. In the summer months the 
clear water along the .green sloping shores was 
lovingly caressed by long pendant branches of elms, 
maples and willows, beneath which the little pleasure 
boats glided noiselessly, as through the grottoes of 
some fairyland. 

Near the centre of this romantic lake rose a small 
knoll, a few hundred feet in circumference, known 
as " Tim Finn's Island." 

Tim Finn was a famous fisherman in the early 
days, who dwelt upon this island, living the life of a 
hermit. 

One night, during a terrible storm he was murdered 
by Indians, from motives of revenge. His body was 
found the next morning on the shore, with the scalp 
torn from the head, and an ominous cross cut upon 
the breast. Dark stories were mysteriously whis- 
pered about Tim's early life. The ruin of a beautiful 
Indian girl and his brutal treatment, and desertion 
of her afterward, accounted for the revengeful 
tragedy of his death. 
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All the neighborhood knew that Tim's ghost 
glided noiselessly about the island at midnight, some- 
times murmuring sadly in the notes of an anxious 
nightK)wl, or moaning in the low cooing of a belated 
dove. When storm and tempest lashed the lake, 
his excited spirit could be heard above the raging 
elements, in the shrill scream of the excited bittern 
or the plaintive cry of the solitary loon. The mighty 
thunder told his auger, and his terrible eye glared in 
every lightning flash. No bucolic juvenile, the 
country round, ever passed along its weird shores 
after dark, without whistling vigorously to sustain 
his courage. 

" Finnwater " soon became a pleasant resort for the 
university boys, and they were not long in exploring 
every nook and corner of its capes and bays, with no 
fear of Tim Finn or his ghost, by night or day. 

They pitched their tents upon the little island, and 
encamped in large numbers during the summer 
months, fishing in the lake, and lounging along its 
shores under the deep shade of the overhanging 
trees. In their light boats they sailed round bay 
and headland, not infrequently with gay parties of 
visitors, and with song and merriment whiled away 
many a summer's day within the leafy, cool arcades. 
They drew their table supplies from the farmers in 
the neighborhood, paying the market price, while the 
lake afforded plenty of nsh. 

True, the "Mountain Moose," as the boys face- 
tiously called the farmers' cows that came down 
daily to the water to drink, being very tame, quietly 
submitted to be drawn upon to improve the morning 
coffee. The young hunters of the university were 
quite successful also in what they termed " grouse 
shooting" and brought their game proudly into 
camp. They admitted that natural history was not 
thoroughly taught in their classes, and their knowl- 
edge of birds and bovines was largely gained from 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



68 EASTWABD. 

observation. Hence it was said by the older students 
that they thought it quite probable the young 
hunters made mistakes: as their game was always 
stripped of feathers before reaching camp, and in a 
pot-pie it was impossible to distinguish varieties of 
species. This was student reasoning, but the farmers 
steadily missed their milk and chickens. 

Gerald . Livingston was a leading spirit in this 
gipsy life and its amusements. He loved the country 
and thoroughly enjoyed the abandon of these sum- 
mer relaxations, and always returned to his books 
with a stronger determination to do his duty. 

The Sinhalese also never missed the island parties. 
Perhaps the scenery reminded them of their own 
island home, amidst the wild forests and jungles of 
their native India. 

This primitive life, this •' tenting on the beach," 
so attractive to almost every human being, is surely 
something more than a mere love of nature. It 
probably springs from a long-past race-impression of 
the nomadic or pastoral life of remote ancestors. 

The shores of "Finnwater'' were also favorite 
picnic-grounds for the country folks about, both 
young and old, and many a bonnie lassie lost her 
heart and plighted her troth to her stalwart farmer 
lover as she sailed beneath the conveniently shelter- 
ing branches of the drooping trees or under the 
frowning cliflfe of the romantic coves. 

Mr. Whitney's house lay in this direction, behind 
a gentle elevation, which entirely concealed it from 
the lake, though it was not very far away. 

The happy laughter and the chanting of merry 
songs often floated up to the ears of Faith, upon the 
summer breeze, as she sat at her chamber-window, 
or read or sewed beneath the trees. 

These water-parties were usually composed of 
chui'ch-members or Sunday school soholars; and 
Faith was not invited to join them. 
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One sultry afternoon, not long alter her graduating 
exercises were over, feeling fatigued and exhausted 
from the long and exciting labors of the occasion, slie 
took her books to the meadow with her, where she 
could read in entire seclusion within the deep shade 
of a wide-spreading beech, — her favorite resort. 

Securing a comfortable seat, she buried herself in 
the midst of the tall grass, out of sight and sound of 
the moving world, to read and think of schemes of 
great pith and moment, through which she hoped to 
achieve some benefit to mankind and an honor to 
herself. 

In the midst of these absorbing thoughts, there 
suddenly flashed before her eyes a startling vision, 
under the influence of which she sprang to her feet, 
tossed her books from her and ran screaming to the 
house. Her bare head and dishevelled hair, as well as 
her cries, attracted the attention of her father, who 
was unloading hay at the barn. Dropping every- 
thing he ran to meet her. 

" Father ! Oh, Father ! help ! For mercy's sake, 
help ! Run quick ! A boat is upset in the lake, 
and two persons are drowning I " 

" My daughter ! " he exclaimed. 

" Don't speak I don't wait ! Run ! run I or you '11 
be too late," she replied as she rushed into the housCt 
and returned instantly with a bottle of brandy and 
another of camphor in her hands. 

" Follow me I Follow me I " she said excitedly as 
she flew in the direction of the lake. 

Mr. Whitney had seen too many evidences of hia 
daughter's clairvoyance to hesitate for a single 
instant, and, snatching up the rope with which he 
had been binding his hay, he followed her with the 
utmost speed. 

Both father and daughter reached the shore at 
the same instant, where but a few feet distant lay 
an empty boat tossing upon the mimic waves. A 
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momeDt later, two men clasped together came strug- 
gling to the surface, but sank again as quickly. 

In a flash Mr. Whitney gathered the rope into a 
noose, and, rushing into the water as far as he could 
wade, threw the loop with fortunate accuracy over 
the drowning bodies as they again rose for the last 
time slowly to the surface. 

Haply the noose tightened around them, and Faith, 
seizing the coil which lay upon the ground, exclaimed, 
*'Draw gently, Father, draw gently! for fear you 
may lose the hold." She then assisted him to 
pull the heavy weight carefully but quickly to the 
shore. 

The bodies of the two young men, limp and life- 
less, united in a death-grip, were with difficulty sepa- 
rated and laid on their backs upon the grass. 

In one of them life seemed still struggling for 
mastery. They immediately rolled him over and 
applied their restoratives. His breath came slowly 
back, and with a deep sigh the limp body began to 
move. 

Forcing a few drops of brandy into his throat, they 
turned quickly to his companion, who was entirely 
inanimate. 

Here, indeed, life had fled forever, and all eflfort at 
restoration seemed vain and hopeless. 

Turning the body for a moment to let the water 
pass from mouth and throat, they rubbed the chest 
with brandy, put a few drops into the mouth pressed 
gently upon the lungs, and chafed the pulseless 
limbs with all their strength. 

Seeing no signs of returning life, poor Faith's self- 
control was fast deserting her, and she cried aloud, 
" Oh, father, father ! he is dead, he is dead I " 

In an agony of grief and despair, she threw herself 
at the head of the poor lifeless student, wiped away 
with her handkerchief the froth which now came 
oozing from his parted lips and stood in flecks upon.* 
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his pale cheeks, and then blew her warm breath with 
all her power into bis insensible throat. 

Her heavy hair, all unbound, fell like a thick pall 
around the deathly face as she, again and again, 

Eressed together the parted lips and forced her 
reath into the unconscious mouth, while her father 
held the nostrils tightly closed and, with alternate 
gentle pressing upon the motionless chest, tried to 
create an artificial breathing. 

*'0h, my God! is he dead?" cried a faint voice, 
and the form of the resuscitated student stood beside 
them. 

^* For me he risked his life and has lost it ! Oh, 
Kyn-Dhwen ! " he sobbed, " my more than brother, 
why could I not have died instead of thee or died 
with thee?" 

Kyn-Dhwen — for it was the promising young Sin- 
halese that lay before them — was all unconscious of 
his friend's distress. 

Faith, absorbed in her superhuman efforts, heard 
nothing, but continued to force her almost exhausted 
breath into the rapidly collapsing lungs, as if im- 
pelled by a frenzied determination to save this human 
life, and an overpowering conviction that she must 
be successful. With an apparent premonition that 
the poor student was not yet to die, she urged her 
father not to cease for a moment the chafing of his 
limbs in order to start, if possible, the circulation of 
the blood, while she continued her attempt to force 
her breath between the ashen lips. Suddenly a gur- 
gling sound, a sigh, came slowly from his chest. 
Another and another followed, discharging the 
breath she had imparted, and he was alive again ! 

" Thimk God ! he lives, he lives ! " exclaimed the 
excited and exhausted girl as she fell fainting on the 
grass. She remained prostrate but a moment, — 
the fresh air revived her, and as she arose she recog- 
nized for the first time his companion who had 
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spoken. The look of anguish on his pale face as he 
saw his friend struggling with death, was painful to 
behold. His deep anxiety and hope that the eflforts 
would restore him to life — showed an entii*e dis- 
regard of himself and touched Faith's heart. 

She at last found her voice and said, " Thank 
God, your friend is alive, he is saved ; but you look 
much exhausted and need a stimulant. Sit down 
upon this bank a moment and let me bring you some 
brandy and camphor." 

He was hardly able to speak, but thanked her 
kindly and explained the accident. " We were fish- 
ing together when a sudden turn upset our little 
boat. At first we laughed at our predicament : for 
we were both good swimmers, and not being in the 
'east frightened, immediately headed for the shore. 
IVe swam side by side for a few moments, when I 
^vas suddenly seized with cramp and must have 
drowned at once but for my friend, who grasped me 
with one hand, and swam with the other. I saw 
he could not possibly swim with me in this helpless 
state weighted down as I was by my heavy clothes, 
and I begged him to leave me to my fate and save 
himself. 'Never will I desert a dying friend,' he 
replied, and we sank together. I knew no more ; and 
how we have been so miraculously preserved, I can- 
not understand." 

Mr. Whitney, who still labored to bring back the 
slowly returning life of the unconscious Sinhalese, 
now called Faith to him. 

^' He speaks," said he. ^^ Listen ! and tell me 
what he says." 

Faith leaned her ear close down to the mouth of the 
yet scarcely breathing man to catch the faint sound of 
his voice and, turning to her father, whispered, — 

" He says, * Om ! Om ! ' Nothing more." 

" Halloo, Livingston ! what's the matter now?" 
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was shouted from a boat, rapidly approaching, rowed 
by four young students. 

They leaped upon the shore and immediately sur- 
rounded their uniortunate companions. 

As Faith and her father slowly climbed the long 
hill on their way homeward, she asked, "Father! 
don't you think the poor Sinhalese was calling for 
his mother when he exclaimed so pathetically, *• Om I 
Om !' as if it were the last word upon his dying lips 
and the first to touch his reviving consciousness ? *' 
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When Madame Savoir ran her eyes over Millj's 
astounding note, she sat upon the floor a few mo- 
ments in a state of breathless excitement. Her not 
over-sensitive heart knocked excitedly against her 
rotund t)osom. 

" To-night at twelve o'clock I There is no time to 
be lost!" 

She put the letter carefully back in the trunk, 
locked it as before, and staggering to the back stairs, 
crept down slowly, supporting herself heavily upon 
the railing. 

The professor was at liberty, a few minutes later, 
and she sent for him to join her in the parlor, where 
in brief excited sentences she told him all she had 
learned. It was now two o'clock, and taking a piece 
of paper, he instantly wrote : — 

" Mr. Ebbnezer Humphreys, — Milly is ill. Come 
instanter I Prof. Savoir." 

This message was soon ticked over the wires to 
" Humphreys' Station " sixty miles distant. 

Mr. Humphreys, Milly's father, had been for many 
years a poor sheep-raiser. 

The five hundred acres of land which he owned 
were too barren for any other use ; but one day a rail- 
road was surveyed through his sheep-farm and he 
received a snug fortune for the right of way. 
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The station was named for him, and his once 
desert land was sold off in town-lots by the foot. 

The poor sheep-raiser became suddenly rich. 

Mr. Humphreys was a fond father, and now felt 
that he could not use his easily acquired wealth too 
lavishly upon his children. He sent both his sons to 
college, probably converting thereby two honest far- 
mer boys into reckless spendthrifts. 

Milly, the baby, was his idol. 

He was at the station when the telegram from the 
professor was handed him. The through express 
train was just drawing in, and, sending word to Mrs. 
Humphreys not to expect him home that night, he 
immediately sprang on board. 

We will not describe the poor man's anxiety 
through his lonely journey of three hours. It was 
just becoming dusk when the train stopped at Jansen- 
ville, and he found Prof. Savoir awaiting him at the 
station. 

His child's illness was soon explained, and the 
proper course of treatment promptly agreed upon. 

The excited Milly retired as usual, but not to 
sleep ; and as soon as the clock struck eleven, she 
arose, dressed herself as best she could in the dark, 
and then sat down by the window to await events, — 

^'It must be near the time! I surely counted 
eleven ! 

" Perhaps it was only ten. 

" How long the minutes are I — They seem inter- 
minable. But isn't an elopement jolly though ? 

" Just to think — a true lover beneath the lattice ! 

" Oh dear ! I wish the time would come. 

^' But, after all, what is a little waiting to the long 
years of love and happiness in store for us I 

"It must be nearly midnight — and that's love's 
hour. 

"I '11 look out 1 

" There, sure enough, is my true love, — waiting 
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silently at the foot of the lattice like Romeo for his 
adored Juliet ! Oh, how sweet I " 

The timid girl resolutely steps out of the window 
and gazes with rapture down upon her loving Romeo 
below, — 

'' But not a word, not even a kiss, dare I fling from 
my fingei-s, all must be secrecy and silence : for so he 
warned me I " 

With a stout heart she climbs over the railing and 
clings to the lattice with her satchel by her side. She 
has no fear : for, true to his promise, her gallant lover 
is there to meet her, and reaching up catches her 
in his eager arms. A moment more, — and he has 
leaped with his precious burden to the ground. 

How sweet to feel the strong grasp of her own, 
her adoring husband about her! She pillows her 
head upon his Inanly breast ! She freely trusts her- 
self, and all else, to his loving care in the darkness of 
the night, while he fairly runs to the carriage in wait- 
ing, bearing her light form in his loving arms ! 

Not a word is spoken, nor is it necessary : for love, 
though blind, is exceeding trustful. 

Quick I The train is puflBng at the station ! 

Rushing into the nearest car, he drops with his 
blushing prize beside him into the nearest seat. 

The love-sick maiden looks coquettishly and fondly 
up into the face of — "A^r loving father /" while the 
rushing train rapidly bears them home. 

After telegraphing to Mr. Humphreys, Prof. Savoir 
lost no time in reporting the situation to President 
Dombrey of the university. 

President Dombrey received the startling intelli- 
gence like a man used to grappling with knotty prob- 
lems, and immediately called Dr. Salvator and Prof. 
Sunnimead to his assistance. They at once agreed 
that, as the event was so near at hand, it would be 
best to put an end peremptorily to the escapade and 
reason with the offender afterward. 
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Thun-Gah's room was on the third floor, and it 
was arranged that when he left his room to go to 
supper, one of them should take out his door-key, 
and after he had retired for the night, quietly slip up, 
turn the nicely oiled bolt from the outside, and 
make him a prisoner within. 

The other two were to stand under his window 
below. 

The Sinhalese blinding passion admitted of no 
moral reasoning. He was now acting independently 
of his usually sensitive conscience, which rarely 
failed to control every action of his life. 

At eleven o'clock he is in readiness. 

He creeps stealthily to the door, but finds it locked. 

"Where is the key? Where did he lay it?" In 
his excitement he knows not, — he cannot remember. 

He searches his room for fully five minutes, and 
then struggles with the obstinate lock in vain. 

" I must not lose time ! " and carefully raising a 
sash he scans the distance to the ground. 

" What can this mean ? Two men pacing up and 
down the pavement beneath my window I 

" Evidently I have been betrayed ! 

" I will break down the door ! I will defiantly 
leap from the window ! But " — and he reflected a 
moment calmly — " whoever has betrayed me has 
without doubt betrayed Milly also, and she is no 
doubt being closely guarded. 

" It will be safer to abandon the project to-night, 
and arrange on the morrow for another mode of 
flight." With this wise conclusion he retired to rest, 
dreaming of other plans for the future. 

On the " morrow," however, he was summoned to 
the room of the president. President Dombrey 
found it difficult to restrain his feelings as he found 
himself face to face with the offender. 

" Young man ! " he began at once ; " you are here 
upon a very serious charge, one, indeed, of great 
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criminality, and I wish, if possible, to probe your 
apparently dormant conscience. I wish to ascertain 
if the sentiments of honor, gratitude and duty are 
unknown to you? I wish to learn if through all 
these years we have nursed a viper in our midst, and 
I also wish to place before your diseased moral vision 
the position you occupy here and the heavy obliga- 
tions resting upon you. 

" In short, 1 wish to tell you that you are physi- 
cally, morally and mentally the property of the 
church. The church has snatched you from perdi- 
tion, has fed you from infancy, has watched over you 
from childhood, and to her you are everlastingly 
indebted for your education, your regeneration, and 
your salvation, and you are bound by all the laws of 
God and man to serve her in the future. 

" How have you repaid your spiritual mother for 
all these benefactions ? 

" You have violated the most sacred principles of 
confidence, of trust and of honor I You have acted 
the part of a coward, a seducer and a robber ! 

'* Do not attempt to justify yourself, sir ! " he said 
emphatically, seeing that Thun-Gah was about to 
speak. 

" There can be no justification. Reparation may 
be partially within your power. During the rest of 
the year that you are to remain here you must not 
make another female acquaintance. Like a monk of 
your race you must bury yourself in your books, and 
contemplate the mission the church has in store for 
you. 

'' As for the young woman you attempted to dis- 
grace, you will never see her again. She is gone for- 
ever. — You may now leave," he added abruptly, and 
the president turned to his books. 

Poor Thun-Gah was overwhelmed I 

The mirror had been held before him in such a 
startling and condemning light that he fairly stag- 
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gered to his room, pressing his beating head between 
his clammy hands. 

" Yes, it must be so ! " he groaned ; " I am the mean- 
est of wretches ! God ! from what a fate has innocent 
Milly happily escaped ! " 

As he uttered that loved name he felt the chords 
about his heart give way. 

" My heart I My heart I " he said pathetically as 
he clasped his hands against his side ; ^^ it is dying I " 
It is dying I 

" This poor body must still live on and carry for- 
ever that lifeless member. 

"My God I how blind is man, — how unrelenting 
is fate I " 

The poor Sinhalese's haggard face haunted the pro- 
fessors like a condemning ghost for weeks afterward. 
Its expression of resignation and hopeless despair 
touched their callous hearts. 

Perhaps it took them back to early days, when 
their own blood ran not so sluggishly in their veins. 
Perhaps it awoke memories of some long-forgotten 
face, or, it may be, they were thinking only of the 
present, and the unrestrained passions of their own 
sons. At all events, a mutual feeling of uneasiness 
or of sympathy prompted them to discuss the matter 
together : — 

"The events of the past week," said President 
Dombrey, "have brought us to the determination 
of a question which has never before occupied our 
minds. 

" The marriage relation of our Sinhalese students is 
a question of growing importance. We have, I fear, 
lost sight of their human nature in stimulating thb 
spiritual. Would it not be wiser to seek some ra- 
tional means to meet this natural desire, and avert in 
the future such catastrophes as that from which we 
have happily just escaped ? " 

Doctor Salvator, who was before inclined to a 
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little sympathy, now that President Dombrey sug- 
gested a possible innovation upon the established 
custom, jumped to his feet : 

" I have as much sympathy for these young men as 
any of you," said he sharply ; " but I'm not going to 
turn sentimentalist and compromise the dignity of 
this institution and the church by catering to the 
animal passions of its wards. 

" We have nothing to do with the lower instincts 
of these Sinhalese, except to suppress them. 

" If we have failed at all in our duty, it has been in 
allowing them too free a range. We should never 
have permitted them to mingle with our other stu- 
dents in social pleasures. 

" We are training them for a special mission, and 
the less they have their minds diverted from that 
purpose, the better. 

" I believe in unswerving rules, gentlemen, — un- 
swerving rules ! " 

"I believe," said Professor Sunnimead in turn, 
"that, on the contrary, the best results in our work 
are always obtained by meeting the students half-way, 
provided, of course, we do not yield a particle of our 
dignity. The privileges we have usually allowed them 
have been, I think, appreciated ; and these privileges 
have given a stimulus to better and healthier work. 

"We can no longer force disagreeable religious 
truths down the throats of our students ; we must 
* sugar-coat ' them, so to say, by pleasant surround- 
ings, privileges, and by tact." 

Dr. Salvator fairly turned pale about the mouth 
as Professor Sunnimead continued, — 

" Our President is wise in calling us together to 
devise ways and means for meeting this question of 
marriage. 

" I have a plan which appears to me perfectly fea- 
sible, and which I think will rather redound to the 
credit than to the injury of the university." 
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Dr. Salvator's slender frame expanded and col- 
lapsed with the violent emotions that stirred within 
him. 

^^Let us hear what Professor Sunnimead can 
suggest," said the president. 

" I understand," Professor Sunnimead went on to 
explain, " that we are training these Sinhalese stn- 
dents to be ministers of the gospel in their native 
land. We are not training them for the cloister nor 
the priesthood ; we exact no vows of celibacy from 
them, nor is their warm Southern blood so easily 
tamed." 

Dr. Salvator made a movement as if to leave the 
room ; but the uplifted finger of the president re- 
strained him. 

" If they do not marry here, they will marry at 
home. We usually have them with us until twenty- 
four years of age, — the years when the sentiments 
of love are more easily aroused and more diflBcult to 
restrain. If they do not see the women of their own 
nationality, they will naturally think of the women 
of ours. 

** Why not prevent forever a possible repetition of 
Thun Gah's temptation? Why not import, at the 
same time with the Sinhalese boys, Sinhalese girls, 
who, through receiving a similar education, would 
become suitable companions for them in their life- 
work ? We can send at once for a few, already of 
marriageable age and fairly trained." 

As soon as Dr. Salvator saw that Professor Sunni- 
mead was not going to propose a union with Ameri- 
can girls, but, on the contrary, that the cause of 
orthodoxy would be strengthened by the addition of 
the Sinhalese wives, he sat down feeling more com- 
fortable. 

President Dombrey's face beamed with a smile of 
satisfaction. 

** I think the idea an excellent one," said he, cheer- 
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ily, ** and to show my indorsement of the plan^ I will 
draw up at once a request to our missionary head- 
quarters in Ceylon to this end, and I know that Dr. 
Salvator will cheerfully agree to so sensible a solution 
of the difficulty." In a few moments he placed the 
following before them : — 

" To Rev. Dr. Moonson, Missionary Headquarters, 

City of , Ceylon, India. 

« Dear Sir : 

" Will you send over by the next ship, at the ex- 
pense of this university, two or three attractive 
Sinhalese girls from the female schools you have so 
successfully established. 

^^ It is thought advisable that the Sinhalese young 
men we are to graduate should make the acquaint- 
ance of women of their own race before they return 
home ; and it is also desirable that these girls 
should by association become more like the youne 
women with whom these students have associated 
here, and see something of American life and cus- 
toms. 

" We have only one suggestion to add, and that is, 
to bear in mind that our American girls are very fair 
and the young Sinhalese rather fastidious. There- 
fore, have regard to physical attractions. 
" Believing the best results will follow, 
" We remain. 

President Dombrby, D.D. 
Jonathan E. Salvatoe, 

A.B., D.D., LL.D. 
George Sunnimead, Professor. 

'* UniTerslty of Jansenyille.** 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" You did not see the fair creature who rescued us 
yesterday/' remarked Gerald, as he and Kyn-Dhwen 
lay prostrate on their cots in the island-tent the next 
day after their miraculous escape — too feeble to rise. 

" No, I did not," replied Kyn-Dhwen, with an ab- 
stracted and dreamy air. 

" I saw her but for a moment myself," continued 
Gerald ; " and do you know, Kyn-Dhwen, I've been in 
doubt ever since whether that mysterious being was a 
woman or an angel. 

** Were it not for this camphor-bottle that she left 
behind, with its spicy odor of humanity about it, I 
should be strongly inclined to believe some heavenly 
spirit had come down to our rescue. 

" What an angelic face she had. It is hard to be- 
lieve such loveliness belongs to flesh and blood. 
And how she looked at me with those large sympa- 
thetic eyes swimming with emotion I 

" Kyn-Dhwen, those pure lips would have warmed 
a stone into life I But for that sweet breath of hers, 
you would not now be here to listen to the raptures 
of your grateful friend." 

A deep hue overspread the pale face of the poor 
Sinhalese as he heard these glowing words, and he 
strove to master his emotion, for he felt that a 
heathen student had no right to indulge the senti- 
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ments and feelings such as the careless words of Ger- 
ald were calculated to arouse in his heart. 

"As soon as I can get these fearfully dark circles 
from my eyes," continued Gerald, " I mean to hunt up 
this mysterious ' Grace Darling ' and thank her for her 
energetic and heroic conduct. Of course, you will 
accompany me, Kyn-Dhwen; for if you do not, she 
may think perhaps you did not recover, notwithstand- 
ing her superhuman efforts." 

" I will go with you, and I am certain I will know 
her the moment we meet," replied Kyn-Dhwen. 

"It is true I did not see her, Gerald, yet there 
must have been something about her presence, some 
indefinable power, an aura surrounding her that im- 
pressed my whole being. 

"I feel sure I should recognize her at once. I 
should be unconsciously drawn toward her as the 
steel is drawn to the magnet." 

" My experience also was something like that, 
Kyn-Dwhen. A peculiar influence seemed to ema- 
nate from her. What can it mean ? " 

^|^ * ♦ * * * 

Who hath not felt at some period, or at many pe- 
riods of his life, the soothing charm, the " peculiar 
influence " of a woman's presence ? 

Few women are really conscious of the involuntary 
power they possess, a mysterious individuality that 
impresses the minds and hearts of men with whom 
they come in contact. An impression which often 
remains to plague the poor heart of man for long 
years thereafter. 

This subtle power, this astral aura we may call, it, 
can hardly be analyzed. 

The rustling of a trailing garment, the aroma of 
a sweet perfume, the cadence of a gentle voice, will 
often arouse the slumbering echo, unlock the closed 
doors of memory in whose chambers lie buried 
thoughts and long-forgotten shadows of departed 
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jears. Then shadowy forms, of those long since 
mouldered into dust, arise and take shape again and 
stand before us in all the pristine beauty and grace 
of early days. We call these the vagaries of 
memory ; but who can say they are not astral per- 
sonalities? — Or perhaps iBitting impressions of 
former incarnations ? 



A whole week passed away before either of the 
students felt strong enough to leave the island, and 
indeed Kyn-Dhwen complained of great weakness 
and nervous prostration for a long time thereafter. 

A sudden turn in the kaleidoscope of human occur- 
rences had revealed to these young men at a single 
glance — in vivid color and in strange contrast — 
the intensity of human passion and the uncertainty 
of human life. 

As soon as they were able to rise, they rowed over 
to the shore, where the scene so momentous to both 
of them had occurred, and naturally sought out the 
very spot where they had been dragged from the 
water as dead men. 

They were both deeply impressed. Gerald stood 
lost in thought, his mind upon the restoring cordial 
administered by that mysterious being: while Kyn- 
Dwhen bowed his head in silent prayer over the 
grassy bank whereon he had lain dead, and where — 
as if impelled by some resistless power — Faith had 
breathed into his lungs her miraculous breath and 
incarnated again his human soul. 

"I wonder which house we should visit first in 
search of our fair rescuer," said Gerald. " There are 
several not far off, from which we could have been 
easily seen in the water. Wc do not know her name 
and will have to trust to chance to find her." 

" I think," said Kyn-Dhwen, " we had better take 
them in rotation. We are not ashamed of our mis- 
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sion, and it will be less fatiguing. Let us step over 
to this one and begin; it is the nearest and very 
likely it is the place.*' 

A few moments brought them to the gate in 
front of a low cottage, with a small dormer-window 
squeezed into the roof, in the effort to form a second 
story. A straight walk of broken clam-shells led up 
to the house, between rows of rank marigolds and 
sweet carnations, whose mingled odors saluted them 
as they ascended the steps. 

Gerald lifted the old-fashioned, forbidding and 
grizzly lion-headed knocker, which groaned and 
shrieked in its iron rust — as if the lion were angry at 
being thus rudely disturbed for the first time in 
many years, and it then fell angrily back again upon 
the thin door with such a hollow roar-like reverbera- 
tion that the young men were fairly startled. 

A shuffling of feet and a fumbling of hands, — and 
the old-time bolt was with diflBdulty withdrawn. 
Repeated creaks and snaps followed ; — at last the 
door yielded, opening with a bang, and a tall vine- 
gary-faced female stood in the portal. 

"Does Miss-er-er live here?'* stammered Gerald, 
not knowing really for whom to inquire; and the 
sharp, forbidding features of the woman not inviting 
confidence, he could get no further. 

" Be you them students from the Divinity ? " 
squeaked the female voice. 

" We have that honor, madam," began Gerald in 
his most courteous manner, with a polite bow, sup- 
posing a compliment to be intended. 

" None of your soft soap around here, you mis- 
erable loafers. I despise the hull pack on ye, ye 
smooth-tongued hypocrites I A pretty set of preachers 
you '11 be. I hain't had a chicken nor a full pound of 
butter since you've been coming to the lake, and 
now you 've the imperence to come sneaking around 
my house, in daylight too, asking for a * Miss ' ! '* 
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Gerald and Eyn-Dbwen retreated through the 
front gate in quick step before she could finish her 
sentence; but it was some time before they got 
beyond the sound of her shrill voice. 

"Not much of the angeUc about her," laughed 
Gerald. 

" Rather more of the Tartaric^ I should say," sug- 
gested Kyn-Dhwen. 

" I suppose, after aU," he continued, " the poor 
woman has been bothered a good deal by the boys, 
and she is doubtless not half as furious as she would 
have us believe." 

The next house they approached from the rear, 
and the sweet picture of happy farm-life which they 
came upon was in most refreshing contrast. 

Two rosy-cheeked girls were making butter under 
the shade of a heavy grape-vine, which tangled itself 
over a trellis of rustic boughs. Each had a heavy 
wooden bowl on the bench before her, in which she 
rolled, patted and slapped the yellow mass. Their 
dimpled arms and plump hands seemed fashioned for 
such artistic work, and they were humming a sweet 
country air with which the rhythmic strokes of their 
ladles kept time as the young men came up. 

Oue glance was sufficient to assure them that the 
angel whom they sought was neither of the butter- 
makers. 

They could not retreat however without speaking, 
as the fair milkmaids had evidently espied them and 
stopped their song. With cap in hand they walked 
forward to the bench, when Gerald asked politely, — 

**Can we have a glass of your fresh buttermilk, 
ladies?" 

" All you wish," both answered, and with long- 
handled dippers they reached into the churn at their 
side, and brought up the rich fluid. 

"A thousand thanks," returned Gerald, "your 
milk is delicious." After the further exchange 
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of a few words with the musical maidens, thej 
walked on. 

It took nearly an hour to call at all the houses 
visible in the neighborhood and to ascertain that the 
object of their search was not in any of them. They 
returned to their camp greatly disappointed. 

" The mystery about this affair deepens," said 
Gerald. 

"There is a mystery about it,'* echoed Kyn- 
Dhwen, " which, I fear, time alone can clear up ; but 
let us not give up the search until we have called at 
every house within ten miles." 

The deep interest which filled the hearts of these 
two young men was very different in character. 

With Gerald it was curiosity, with a chivalric sen- 
timent of gratitude akin to love. 

But Kyn-Dhwen felt himself under a controlling 
desire, a holy inspiration, to gaze upon that giver of a 
new life, are-incarnation, in the light of his Buddhist 
faith, and to fall at the feet of the wonderful creature 
in adoration. 

A week after the attempt to find Faith, the camp 
broke up, and the students returned to the uni- 
versity. 

Kyn-Dhwen and Gerald became now almost in- 
separable companions, and Gerald was wont to say 
when remarks were made to him about their close 
intimacy, — 

" ' Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay 
down his life for his friend ! ' " 

The professors observed a great change in Gerald, 
but knowing nothing of his tragic experience at the 
lake, they ascribed his seriousness and his change of 
manner to a "change of heart" and were greatly 
pleased with his supposed conversion. 

When Kyn-Dhwen could get away without his 
friend's knowledge, he often took long rambles by 
himself. He usually carried with him, in the inside 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EA8TWABD. 79 

pocket of his coat, two small volumes bound in 
ancient vellum, from which he would recite and read 
whenever he came to a secluded spot. They were 
printed in the Sanscrit type, and were yellow with 
age and rather indistinct. In his room he kept these 
books carefully put away in a rjmall tin chest, in 
which all things precious to the homeless young 
exile were deposited : — a few faded pictures, a small 
bundle of old letters and his father's rusty old- 
fashioned knife. Even in these he hardly felt him- 
self entitled to claim ownership. 

He had conceived the idea that the university was 
robbing him of his country and of his revered 
father's religion. He felt that it had trampled upon 
his feelings until he scarcely dared to think of his 
people, — still less of their religious worship. 

Once or twice he had spoken to his fellow-country- 
men of this abject slavery of soul ; but they seemed 
unconscious of it. They had been in the American 
schools from childhood, and were now only Sinhalese 
in color and in the stigma which attached to a con- 
verted heathen. 

His instinct told him it would be folly to open his 
heart to Gerald upon this subject, no matter how 
close the intimacy might be between them. 

He could never expect to overcome a life-grown 
prejudice against the miscalled and misconceived 
** idol worship " of the East. Anything said on this 
subject would only arouse terror and apprehension in 
his companion's breaet. 

No ! in his own heart alone must he conceal his 
thoughts, hopes and plans. 

Six years had he been separated from his mother, 
his home and his country. How long, oh how long, 
must he still yearn for human sympathy ? Eagerly 
he devoured all the missionaries' notes and letters, 
although the pictures which thev sketched of his 
^benighted race" made his blood boil with indig- 
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oation. Still, they were messages from his dear 
native land. True, his mother had been frightened 
into the abandonment of his father's religion. She 
was seeking for the light, — poor woman ! — but what 
had been the pressure brought upon her by Christian 
missionaries ? 

Kyn-Dhwen possessed remarkable self-control, and 
was wonderfully patient under the wrongs and re- 
straints which he belieyed he suffered. His judgment 
usually rose superior to his passions, which prevented 
many an altercation with the teachers and many a 
rub from his fellow-students. 

Only once did he so far forget himself as to bring 
down a crushing rebuke. He had been listening to 
one of Dr. Salvator's sweeping lectures on eternal 
damnation. As usual, when talking on this theme, 
the worthy doctor became intensely in earnest. He 
painted with such fervid eloquence and in such 
startling colors the picture of the hell of his prolific 
imagination, that one might readily suppose the good 
doctor really saw the hated enemies oi his doctrines, 
writhing in the sulphurous flames he had conjured 
up. 

"Believe," he was in the habit of exclaiming, 
" that ye are worthy only of damnation, and ye shall 
be saved! But doubt your guilt, and ye shall be 
damned I " and his clenched fist came heavily down 
upon the desk before him. 

One day during the profound hush which followed 
a terrible denunciation of unbelievers in general, 
Kyn-Dhwen's steady voice rose among the students, — 

" According to your reasoning. Dr. Salvator, my 
just and lamented father is burning in hell. 

** Nevertheless, where he is I am content to go." . 

The excited divine turned nervously toward the 
speaker, and, recognizing Kyn-Dhwen, poured forth 
such a volume of abuse and invective against the 
heathen and their ingratitude that the poor Sinhalese 
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regretted he had spoken. The students also looked 
upon him with pity and reproach. 

Some days elapsed after this scathing rebuke be- 
fore Kyn-Dhwen could summon courage to appear in 
the lecture-room again or even mix with the studentSr 
To Gerald only could he unbosom himself, and from 
him only coula he receive nominal sympathy. 

One beautiful Sunday morning after this episode, 
Kyn-Dhwen left his little room in the dormitory for 
a walk, long before the other young men were out of 
their prolonged Sunday naps. 

He strolled aimlessly across the hills and fields on 
the outskirts of the village, thinking only of effacing 
the unpleasant remembrance of that terrible sermon, 
by plunging deep into the silent woods, the great re- 
storative well-spring of nature. 

As he walked on, regardless of where the way led, 
he came upon farmers milking their pretty Holstein 
cows as they stood quietly chewing the early cud. 

He saw the country maidens busy with their morn- 
ing work, their glossy hair already done up in crimp- 
ers, preparatory for the village choir or the Sunday 
evening swain, — their natural bloom of health in- 
creased by the excitement of the Sabbath mom. 

These humble scenes, however, interested him not. 
His thoughts wandered off to that mysterious being 
whose breath was his existence, the giver of his life, 
dimly conceived, yet never beheld, whose astral power 
seemed to his oriental mind to be ever about him, 
ever exerting an invisible influence. 

Thus he strayed onward, quite unconscious of time 
or place, until the far-off church-clock of the village 
suddenly tolled the hour of nine. 

Remembering that he must be at the chapel for 
morning service at ten, he felt that he must immedi- 
ately retrace his steps, but found he was quite bewil- 
dered in his absent-mindedness and ignorant of the 
way back. 
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Going to the nearest farmhouse, he ran up to the 
-door of the low wing, intending to request a glass of 
water and to ask for direction to the university. 

Tapping briskly, but not expecting an immediate 
■^««ponse, he took off his cap to wipe the perspiration 
ni his face. 

The door suddenly opened, and turning with cap 
hand, he was about to prefer his request, when his 
) rested upon a young girl — not one of the country 
3es, such as he had passed on his stroll hither — 
i one possessing an angelic face, with a mild blue 
) and fair expansive brow indicating a higher type 
mind and expressing a soul within of unconscious 
rity. 

Se recognized this peerless being at once as the 
irit of his dream^ — the realization of his waking 
jrs I She who had brought liim from the very 
;es of death, — the mysterious giver of " the breath 
life"! 

He forgot thirst, time and place as he stood speech- 
3 before this startling vision. 

B'aith was greatly confused. She held the door 
ie open in her astonishment, and at the same mo- 
nt took an involuntary step backwards. 
Kyn-Dhwen might have taken this as a sign to 
ier ; but he was oblivious to everything, except 
it he stood in the presence of that being whom he 
i begun to believe supernatural and separated 
m him forever. 

As if fearing she miffht yet fly from him or dis- 
ve and disappear before his eyes, he stepped over 
J threshold and fell upon his knees at her feet. 
With clasped hands and in such words as he 
lid command, he implored her to listen to his 
mks for the worthless life she had so miracu- 
isly preserved, — calling her his guardian angel who 
i snatched him from the jaws of death. Faith 
,s terribly embarrassed and begged him to rise, say- 
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ing it was but a commou act of humanity^ extending 
her hand at the same time to assist him, which he 
passionately kissed. 

She again gathered courage to request him to rise, 
which he did and seated himself. 

This little room — so jealously guarded that only 
her father and mother were allowed to enter it — was 
Faith's private apartment where she passed most of 
her morning hours in painting. 

More than a year before, Mr. Whitney had con- 
verted this room, a former dairy, into a painting-room 
for his daughter. 

She had told him of her wish to paint if she could 
procure the colors, and desiring to gratify her he im- 
mediately prepared this studio. He had abandoned 
the dairy industry as the most laborious employment 
for women, declaring there was something better in 
life than hoarding money earned by female servitude., 

From Professor Savoir in the village he obtained 
the materials necessary for an artist's work, and Faith' 
soon found herself for the first time before an easel^ 
awaiting inspiration. 

Out of the blankness, the darkness, the invisible,] 
came her models; and as she transfixed their like- 
nesses upon the canvas, she herself was as much sur-i 
prised at the result as were her parents, who watched 
her progress. 

A year's work was now hung upon the walls, and 
a strange, weird collection the portraits made. 

Prim ladies in wide, stiff ruffs, hearty old gentle- 
men of the knee-and-shoe buckle period, foreign 
moustached faces, bearded warriors, powdered cour- 
tiers, and the sterner features of the clerical type, — all 
accepted each other's society with quiet resignation. 

" I only paint as they sit for me," she often said ; 
" and many of them I never see afterwards." 

But now Kyu-Dhwen was there to pluck out the 
very heart of her mystery. 
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No excuse, no apology could she offer, nor indeed 
•was either necessary. The very atmosphere of this 
room and the presence of this strange, fascinating' 
being made it for him a place of enchantment. 

"Are you quite fully recovered from your acci- 
dent ? " she at last found courage to ask. 

"Thanks to yourself and careful nursing, nearly 
so." 

'$ And your companion ? " 

" He, too, is well and would return thanks also." 
" Oh, I deserve none, I assure you. My father is 
more entitled to your thanks than I." 

" May I have your name ? " he asked, a trifle more 
at ease, now that she seemed so human. 
" Faith Whitney is my name." 
He had never heard the name before, and it oc- 
curred to him that this might not be her home. 

Before putting this question, however, he looked 
about the room as if expecting an answer to his 
thoughts, for up to this moment he had been too spell- 
bound to see anything but his mysterious preserver. 
For the first time his eyes rested with astonish- 
ment upon the paintings hanging on the walls. His 
"*)n was left unuttered as he looked with won- 
»m the pictures to the girl before him. 
deep blushes silently betrayed the artist, 
ease do not look at them," she at last said; 

were not meant for — for Please do not 

b them." 

•e you a portrait painter? " he asked, more he- 
ed than ever. 

h felt her courage sinking, 
minute he would ask, " Whose likenesses are 
" and " Where have you learned your art ? " 
at could she answer ? 

did not know the likenesses herself, nor how 
i painted them. How, then, could she explain 
ther? 
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She could see no way out of her dilemma. 

As if appreciating her distress, he held out his hand, 
saying, '* 1 bid you good-morning. Miss Whitney." 

The door had closed since his entrance, and as he 
moved toward it he saw for the first time her easel, 
upon which rested an unfinished work. 

He started as if touched by an electric shock. 
** My mother ! Great God ! " he exclaimed as his 
eyes rested on the unfinished painting. 

** Tell me, in the name of Heaven, how came this 
picture here ? " 

** Go, please go," Faith entreated. " Don't ask me. 
Please leave me I " 

She opened the door as she besought him to depart, 
throwing the pictxire again in the shadow, and the 
young Sinhalese silently passed out. 

"What have I donel Oh, what have I done I" 
sobbed Faith, as she covered her face with her hands. 

" I must hide my dear portraits. I must go awav 
from here. I can never, never answer the pec 
questions. I am undone ! " 

When Kyn-Dhwen reached the university an 
later, he heard through the open windows o1 
chapel the sweet nlusic of the morning hymn. 
seemed to comfort his troubled soul, and he res 
moment to listen and enjoy. But suddenly i 
swelled upon the air those words so sweet to 
Christian, yet so painful to the Buddhist ear : — 

** What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile. 
In rain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of Grod are strewn ; 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone." 

and his heart sank within him. A moment aftc 
entered and his face showed plainly the influen 
powerful emotion. The students naturally the 
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it was produced by the hymn they had sung, together 
with the recent sermon against which he had pro- 
tested. But it was not the insult of the hymn, nor 
the fear of his father's future that troubled him. It 
was the mystery of that likeness of his dear mother 
' ad just seen, 
ow dazed, how bewildered he felt ! None knew 
eelings, for he concealed them and performed his 
3s mechanically. 

B excused himself from Gerald early in the even- 
and shut himself up in his own room, to think 
all that had occurred, and to read his letters 
i home, the last of which was dated two months 
re. In it his mother had urged him to become a 
stian and return to her, a blessing and a support 
3r declining years. 

le dwelt upon the painful years of their separa- 
and now that these years were nearly ended, — 
one more remaining until she should see him, — 
lays seemed interminable and the weeks seemed 
ths to the starving mother's heart, 
a unaccountable feeling of dejection settled upon 
over-wrought youth, as he tried to control hia 
ition and quiet his conflicting thoughts. 
Lsturbed slumber came at last and was a partial 

Hallo, old boy I " called the familiar voice of Grer- 
the next morning at eight o'clock. " Jump up 
get your letter from home ! Here, let me slip it 
M the door." 

y^n-Dhwen leaped from bed, seized the letter and 
open the heavy seal. 

strange hand had traced these words : — 
Your mother 'Hai-Sai' died the 16th of July, 
passed away in a firm belief of a glorious here- 
•, and her last words were a blessing for her be- 
d son Kyn-Dhwen." 
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CHAPTER X. 

Faith was greatly distressed after the departure 
of Kyn-Dhwen when she reflected upon this invasion 
of her studio and the consequent publicity of her 
artistic efforts, dreading as she did the annoyance 
of curious visitors. 

She felt it imperative upon her to leave home at 
least for a time, and said to her parents that she was 
anxious to undertake some independent work and 
be no linger a tax upon them, nor a drone in the 
world's hive. " You are not rich," said she, " and I 
am certainly able to support myself." 

Mr. and Mrs. Whitney idolized this gifted daughter 
and only child; and although they felt the justice 
of what she had said, they could not bring themselves 
to consent to part with her. Without her they felt 
their house would be cheerless indeed. 

While they were discussing the subject, her uncle 
Winchester and aunt Patience fortunately drove up 
to the door. 

Here was an opportunity for a temporary absence 
quite unexpected, as both aunt and uncle not only 
agreed that a change was desirable, but insisted that 
Faith should accompany them home at once. 

"You must understand, my dear aunt," said 
Faith sweetly, but with determination, " that in ac- 
cepting your kind invitation I shall go in quest of 
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work, and I know, with uncle WincheBter's assis- 
tanco, I will be able to obtain it." 

It was then settled that Faith should return with 
them, and her slender wardrobe was put in immedi- 
ate readiness for the journey. 

Those who leave the home of their childhood and 
their way out into the busy world rarely think 
terribly painful void they leave behind them. 
is perhaps best so. The young make new 
s, and embark upon a new sea bright with 
ues, full of attractive novelties, wafted along 
:fumed airs and gentle gales, with grand possi- 
9 looming up before them, — for Hope sits at 
3lm. The dear old parents are left to live on 
b former surroundings, with only the cherished 
ry of their departed children. The old form 
5W new attachments, they build but few new 
}. And this sad contemplation, this necessary 
on, is it to be the end, the aim, the achievement 
man life, — two easy-chairs by the fireside, an 
illed with empty cradles and broken toys, with 
le memory of happy years gone by forever? 
nately old age is not entirely without its com- 
bions. All is not darkness and despair 
5 storehouse of experience furnishes the philos- 
of the future, and the review of a life well spent 
fthens the assurance of a better one hereafter, 
sunset of life gives us mystical lore." 
3y were too busy, however, to indulge in these 
bions, and Faith, amidst many kisses, tears and 
nngs on the part of her parents, took her place 
carriage which was to bear her away, for the 
ime in her life, from the home of her childhood, 
the house of her aunt and uncle, she knew 
kould find rest and relief. It was also with 
pleasure she realized that her unseen friends 
lued with her as at home, whether asleep or 
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She had never slept before under any roof but her 
father's, and when she opened her eyes the next 
morning everything was strange and forbidding. 

Her dear old chamber at home overlooked a pic- 
turesque orchard, with the beautiful green slopes of 
the distant hills beyond, and always when she 
awoke, the scanty furniture held with her a familiar 
intercourse, as it were, in the early light. The very 
glass knobs on the old-fashioned bureau winked at 
her so knowingly, — the well-studded engravings 
and the early samplers on the walls wore expressions 
of kindness and friendly greeting; and when she 
looked out, the merry twittering of birds and the 
cackling of hens seemed to welcome her to new life. 

Here, as streaks of daylight crept through the 
shutters, one strange object after another was re- 
vealed, and she closed her eyes in despair as if 
there were strange faces gazing at her. 

When a few moments later she threw open the 
blinds to let in a breath of the sweet autumn air, she 
started back in actual alarm. 

Instead of the far-expanding vista of hill and dale, 
from which she had always drawn inspiration with 
the freshness of the morning, she saw staring her in 
the face, from across the way, a long row of red- 
brick houses, terminating in the flaunting village 
grocery, with tin cups, brooms, hoes and rakes hang- 
ing at the door, and each window filled with jars of 
bright red candy and other tempting delicacies. 

It looked to this child of the woods and fields as if 
she had been suddenly snatched from her real life 
and plunged into a new and strange existence. 

These works of man seemed to oelittle, cramp and 
confine her, — in contrast with the majestic forests, 
the wide expanse of farm and field, the o'erarching 
sky touching the distant horizon which she had been 
accustomed to gaze upon and admire, — and she 
laughed outright on likening herself to Gulliver 
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being dropped down suddenly amongst the Lilli- 
putians. 

It would have taken Faith some time to become 
used to the change from the freedom of her previous 
life to the daily routine of her aunt's orderly house- 
hold, had not an opportunity suddenly presented it- 
self for her untried energies. 

It was a soft, balmy day after her arrival, when 
her uncle invited her to ride with him on one of his 
business trips about the country, — an invitation she 
was delighted to accept. 

They stopped at the house of an enterprising 
farmer, — Mr. Pilbean, whom Mr. Winchester had 
kept snugly insured for many years. He was a 
" selectman " of the village and a school-trustee. 

They found the trustee and his family in a state 
of great excitement. 

The district-school teacher, striving for the mas- 
tery in his petty domain, had that very morning 
" laid out " three or four of the farmer's rough boys 
and frightened all the young girls into hysterics. 

Mr. Pilbean — trustee in charge — had thereupon 
promptly dismissed the belligerent pedagogue and 
locked up the school-house, declaring that it would 
be better to give up the school altogether than to 
have his *' daughter Julie witness such doin^s,*^ 

" How many pupils are there in the school ? '* 
asked Faith, after hearing the trustee's story. 

^^ Nigh on to forty! There's Jim and Tom Elli- 
son, which is ekai to four any day, and the ' Wat- 
kinses,' the ^ Stebblnses,' the ' Bumps ' and the ^ Ris- 
ings,' and the crowd from the * Corners.' 

"Yes, there's nigh on to forty ^"^ 

"What branches are taught?" 

That was a question the oflScial could not readily 
answer, and calling his " «7itZ/e," a rosy-cheeked, mis- 
chievous-looking Uttle miss of fifteen, he left the 
problem to her. 
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" Why, we learn MorUeith's Qography^ higher 'riihr 
metic^ grammar^ speUin' and ettiket, said the pupil 
glibly, pursing up her mouth on the last word. 

" Have you got a notion of applyin' for the va- 
cancy ? " ventured the trustee, looking incredulously 
at the slender young woman before him. 

" I think," replied Faith, nothing daunted, " I can 
teach the school, if you will allow me." 

"Ton my soul!" laughed the farmer good-na- 
turedly ; " you hain't no idee what it is to manage 
them boys. Why, they've put every man teacher out 
of the winder, for the last three terms, and 'tain't 'tall 
likely that a delicate miss like you can take hold on 
em . 

But Faith felt a power within urging her to try, 
and she replied, " If you will trust the school to me, 
I will do the best I can, and I feel quite sure I can 
succeed." 

" I see you've got the spunk, and I've always main- 
tained that spunk's half the battle. I'm willin' to 
give you a trial. Let me see : we always pay the men 
teachers three dollars a week, but a gal like you 
couldn't expect more'n two, hey ? " 

" I am satisfied with what you can afford to pay," 
said Faith meekly, "and I will try to earn the 
money." 

" A plucky gal, that, Winchester," said the highly 
elated trustee as he slapped that gentleman famil- 
iarly on the back, heartily pleased that a way out of 
his school trouble had so opportunely occurred. 

Mr. Winchester did not share the trustee's enthu- 
siasm. The thought of his refined niece being 
obliged to associate with those rough ignorant peo- 
ple was very distasteful to him, and he felt really 
sorry that he had called at the house. 

But Faith was anxious to try, and this being Wed- 
nesday, it was settled that she should reopen the 
school on the following Monday. 
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" Where shall I board ? " she asked before leaving, 
seeing that the matter of bread and butter had not 
been mentioned. 

" Board ! " stared the farmer in amazement. " Why, 
board 'round, to be sure. If the snow gets knee-deep, 
we ain't the folks to turn the poor school-marm away 
for a night or two. Besides, I reckon you'll want to 
go home on Saturdays and Sundays, anyway." 

Faith then inquired of her uncle how far they 
were from her father's house, and was surprised and 
delighted to learn that this settlement called " Tee- 
ter Hollow " was but five miles from her home and 
the same distance from her uncle's. 

It bore the name of being a " pretty hard school 
district," though Faith had never heard of the place 
before. 

The old people were well enough, indeed they were 
quite religious; but the rising generation of boys 
was full of a spirit of insubordination, of resistance 
to authority, and they had carried things, heretofore, 
with a pretty high hand. 

As Mr. Winchester and Faith drove back^ they 
passed many thrifty farms, the close-cut fields stacked 
with the ripened harvest, while the hillsides were 
glowing with the yet ungathered crops of rich yellow 
pumpkins and the orchards bending down with gol- 
den fruit. 

Suddenly the road plunged into the forest, under 
the dark and mellow October woods, through the 
rustling leaves, everywhere strewing the ground. 
The balmy air was sweet with the incense of the 
ripening year, to which the broad spreading ferns 
beneath added their fragrant breath. Faith was de- 
lighted with the ride, and declared she had never 
before experienced anything so lovely and restful. 

Now that her future for usefulness was secure, she 
felt a sweet content and a brave determination to do 
her best. 
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Already in imagination she felt herself in charge 
of her grand rough boys, trying to subdue their 
harshness and to bring them under the softening and 
reformatory influence of a mild and loving persuasion, 
as well as a more ennobling sense of individual char- 
acter and duty. 

Mr. Winchester remained silent, busily picturing to 
himself the real danger which he fancied his niece 
was about to encounter in putting herself in the 
power of such a wild, half-civilized herd. 

On arriving home, he communicated his fears to his 
wife, saying that this innocent and highly sensitive 
girl was in absolute ignorance of the hardened world 
and its evil passions, and to permit her to go into 
that school at " Teeter Hollow," was simply sending 
a lamb to the slaughter. 

**I think you are unnecessarily alarmed," said 
aunt Patience ; " Faith is now a woman, and has a 
woman's instinct." 

"The halo of purity and innocence which sur- 
rounds her will be a safeguard, you may be sure, 
a^inst any insult. 

" I feel a good deal as her father does about her, 
that she acts often from interior impression and is 
rarely mistaken. 

" Of course, I would rather have her remain with 
us, but we ought not to restrain her desire for work 
and usefulness." 
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Promptly at nine o'clock on Monday morning 
'aith was in the low doorway of the school-house at 
Teeter Hollow," tugging at the rope and ringing 
tie heavy bell to call the pupils together. 

Many had already peeped in at the windows to get 
look at the new *' school-marm " and estimate her 
apacity with the birch. Seeing she was only a young 
irl, they came tumbling past her like so many wild 
nimals, muttering words of jest and insurrection, — 

"She's a Samson, she is!" said one. "She's a 
reat teacher ! Why, I could twist her round my little 
nger." 

" I'll bet a cent she '11 skedaddle 'fore night," said 
nother. *'I wonder if her mother knows she's 

lUt." 

And more of a similar character which she did not 
Lnderstand. 

Her voice trembled perceptibly when she arose 
rom her seat, and in a low soft voice attempted to 
all her unruly flock to order, hoping to bring her 
Qoral-suasion ideas to bear upon them. 

Disorder, however, reigned supreme, and seeing it 
vss impossible to make an impression, and feeling 
.Iraost discouraged by the saucy, boisterous conduct 
if her charge, she again seated herself by her table 
,nd sadly and quietly waited in silence. 

" She ain't for fighten' that's sure," said a stout boy 
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of eighteen, the recognized leader in all previous re- 
bellions, but who now fieemed baffled by the meek 
face and gentle manner of the girl. 

*' Tears she's mighty weak like," said his comrade 
who sat beside him. " Hope she ain't goin' to bawl." 

This brought a subdued chuckle from the younger 
boys ranged along the benches near by ; but as no 
more was said by the older ones, they soon became 
silent, and apparently all of them felt a little ashamed. 

Faith now rose again and in the same sweet, gentle 
voice spoke to them : — 

" My dear boys and girls. I never taught a school 
ill my life before ; but I know all there is in your 
books, and I am sure I can teach you if yoa will let 
me. 

" When Mr. Philbean told me you needed a teacher 
I thought I would undertake the work. 

" I'm not older than some of you, perhaps ; but if 
you will all help me teach by listening to my advice 
and doing what I tell you, I reel sure we shall get on 
well together and be mutually benefited. 

(Profound silence.) 

" I never had a brother nor a sister, and I do so 
wish I could find brothers and sisters among you. 

" Let me see ! I believe the term is six months, — a 
very short time, to be sure ; but if we are all indus- 
trious and studious, how much good we may accom- 
plish in that time ! 

(Still silence !) 

"Now, my manly boys, how many of you are 
ready to stand by Miss Whitney and help her teach 
this winter?" 

All looked to the " leader," who was wholly unpre- 
pared for such meekness. 

" I'd rather she'd show fight," said he in an under- 
tone to those near him. 

" Come, young men, will not some of you volun- 
teer to help me ? " she again asked, looking inquir- 
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ingly into the astonished faces all upturned toward 
her. 

"I don't know nothin'. I can't help teach/* 
blurted out the leader, sullenly; "and more'n that I 
't learn neither," he added doggedly. 

Oh, yes, you can with my help, if you will only 
" replied the teacher ; " nothing can be done, you 
w, without trying. 

If you will help me by doing your part, I will 
w you all about the problems in your arithmetic, 

teach you to write a good firm hand, long before 

six months are up. Come now, be manly, and 

to help me and yourself too." 

'he school was already beginning to assume a dif* 

nt aspect in the mind of this uncouth Samson, 
felt flattered, and his pride was becoming gradu- 

aroused. 

Well, I'll try it for a week, and if it's no go, then 
[1 part." 

Very well," said the teacher ; " how many more 

willing to try for a week also ? " 

I will I I will I I will I " shouted the rest, one 
r another. 

Shut up I " cried the leader, as the roar of voices 
jateued to deafen the poor teacher. 

Now, my dear boys and girls," said Faith, " get 

your books and let us begin with the arithmetic, 
ave none, but I will look over with you, if you 
[ allow me," said she, addi-essing the leader. This 
inction touched him deeply. He bunglingly 
w forth a coverless book, and Faith turned the 
res. 

Teacher, you hain't prayed or asked our names 

I " spoke up a childish voice. 

Never mind," said the teacher, " I will learn all 
ir names in time, as we get acquainted. We will 
tpone prayers until we lie down to sleep to-night, 

you may give me your name now." 
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^ Belle Coons," said she, much pleased that the 
teacher was in possession of her musical name first. 

** And yours ? " said she, turning to the young mad 
— the leader — beside her. 

" Bert Rising, is mine." 

"Thank you," said Faith. 

With wonderful tact and ingenuity she at last suc- 
ceeded in getting all her pupils employed, the secret 
of proper control. The little ones were soon busy 
with their spelling and reading lessons. The writers 
were striving hard to imitate the beautiful copies she 
set for them, and the more advanced struggled with 
more difficult problems, while she passed horn one to 
another, encouraging, directing and correcting their 
exercises. 

As all were now fairly at work Faith had leisure 
to study their countenances, which, under the impulse 
of study and thought, were by no means so forbid- 
ding as they had at first impressed her. She traced 
lines of manly beauty and intelligence where she had 
seen only brutal insolence, and their finely formed 
physiques were a study for an artist. 

The girls — one third of the pupils were girls — 
looked bright, vivacious and coquettish. 

The school-room was lighted from three sides by 
shutterless, curtainless windows. The desks, made 
of rude boards with still ruder seats, were placed 
along the three lighted sides, a narrow space separat- 
ing the boys from the girls. 

The blank wall, or dark side of the room, was 
occupied by a broad, homely table, on which lay 
conspicuously a shabby dictionary, a mammoth black 
inkstand and a dirty school register, all — with a cliair 
hard by — being for the exclusive use of the teacher. 

A small clock, with a wonderfully ambitious tick, 
ornamented a shelf above the table, and in a corner 
near stood the inevitable water-pail, with a rusty tin 
dipper hanging over it for a drinking-cup. 
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These articles constituted the modest furniture of 
this seat of learning, unless we include the immense 
box-shaped stove, standing in the centre of the room, 
with its fiery, grinning damper which the boys called 
the deviVs mouth. It was surmounted with a great 
iron urn filled with water, and its long smoke-pipe 
extended around the ceiling, finally terminating in 
the chimney over the teacher's table. 

Adjoining the school-house was the wood-shed, 
already half filled with the winter's fuel, the heavy, 
dull axe lying near, ready for use. 

This shed was also the "playground" for the 
pupils in rainy and snowy weather. From long dis- 
use it smelt ancient and musty, and giant cobwebs 
hung festooned from the rafters overhead, like great 
suspension bridges seen at a distance. 

Its heavy doors were bored through and through 
in many places by the active " barlows " of mischiev- 
ous urchins, and distinguished names of past genera- 
tions of pupils were cut and carved in dire confusion 
over every available surface. 

The lusty little clock at last struck eleven, and 
Faith released her charge for "recess." 

Out of doors the boys ran whooping and tumbling 
over each other in every direction, and at last gath- 
ered round Bert Rising, the leader, exclaiming, — 

" Say, Bert ! shall we let 'er stay ? " 

But the ci'devant hero was mute. 

At last another ventured the question, adding, 
*' She's a trump," when the subdued leader answerea, 
" Oh, you dry up ! " 

There was no opposition manifested toward her, 
and the noisy crowd soon forgot in fun and frolic 
the resolution they had formed " to put every teacher 
out that winter." 

The day passed quickly with Faith, and she found 
herself all too soon at Mr. Pilbean's, where it was 
Arranged she was to pass the first week. 
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Bert Rising, with unusual perverseness, took a 
** short cut across lots " to his home, on purpose to 
avoid the other boys and to think alone about this 
strange teacher, who had so suddenly influenced him. 

"She ain't, sure, so pretty as Julie, but there's 
somethin' about her Julie hain't got ! " 

** I'm 'shamed of myself, all the time ; but I'm proud 
too, for she sat by me." 

" She tells me just what I want to know 'fore I 
ask her, as if she saw clean through my empty head." 

"No, Julie 'ain't a bit like that ! " 

" If it was to come to a square teacher fight, she 
ain't no match for the smallest feller in the school, 
with them little hands of her'n and a waist no big- 
ger'n a wasp's ; but with her eyes a looking at you, 
and that voice, a speakin' to you, why she can just 
knock out any teacher we ever had. She can just 
make us do anything she wants to." 

" But pshaw ! " as he leaped over the last fence 
into his father's yard ; " what business have I to think 
about Miss Whitney, anyway ? she ain't nothin' to 
me, more'n our school-marm." 

Bert was more quiet that evening than usual. He 
refused to go and play dominoes with the neighbors' 
boys as he had been in the habit of doing ; but as 
soon as the farm stock was fed and watered he retired 
to the kitchen with the old Arithmetic, which he had 
tucked unseen into his pocket on leaving school. 

To his mother's question of surprise he only 
answered, — 

"It's high time I learned somethin', I think ! " 

Mr. Pilbean was in high spirits when he heard 
Faith's hopeful account of her first day, especially as 
Julie not only corroborated all she had said, but also 
spoke of her influence over Bert Rising. Then his 
pride in his " deestrick " began to swell. 

" I spec' after all, we've got the smartest lot 
o'scholars anywhere 'bout : — little unruly, 'praps at 
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first, but when a teacher knows how to handle 'em» 
they're a mighty smart set anyway, — both boys and 
gals." 

His enthusiasm carried him so far that he offered 
to let Faith " make her home " with them whenever 
she pleased, or ** felt like havin' a bit o' sympathy.'* 

Soon after, he said, " I ain't goin' to crow, however, 
'till we're out of the woods. One robin don't make 
a summer, and we'll just wait 'till the first week's 
over, and see how you wear. We'll see if the boy» 
keep liken-on-you." 

With these sage conclusions and aphorisms to com- 
fort her, the hopeful teacher retired to rest, to dream 
upon the possibilities. 

The next morning, the pupils, large and small, 
gathered peaceably in their seats, at the ringing of 
the bell, when Faith requested them to sing one of 
their familiar songs for the opening exercises. 

This they were only too ready to do, and suddenly 
burst out into such a wild, discordant, deafening' 
strain that the old school-house fairly shook with 
the noise. 

She held up her hand, and as soon as quiet was 
restored said, " Let me show you how to sing." 

Then in a soft modulated voice. Faith sang a song 
of her childhood. 

She always sang with great expression, and in this 
refrain there was somethinr^f very tender, weird and 
touching. 

She had sung it many times before in her early 
woodland rambles, when the birds would fly about 
her chirping, and delighted at the notes, as if one of 
their mates were calling to them. 

It produced an influence over the scholars quite 
perceptible. A hush, as of fascination, overcame 
them, and they sat with eyes and mouths open, some 
of them in tears. Even the larger boys were affected, 
and Bert Rising drew his rough coat-sleeve repeatedly 
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across his eyes and fumbled with his books to conceal 
his emotion. 

A busy day followed, and a real interest was al- 
ready awakened in the hitherto despised and neglected 
studies. Faith had her hands full, and the hearing of 
recitations and the answering of questions occupied 
every moment of her time. 

Thus day succeeded day in the old red school- 
house ; the pupils were hardly conscious they were 
being ruled, nor did the teacher herself realize that 
any special power of her own controlled them. 

They had suddenly become a harmonious, studious 
&mily willing, and ready to assist each other. Long 
before the hour of assembling in the morning they 
gathered about the yard, anxious to begin: the 
school-house being to them the most attractive place 
in the world. The girls under Faith's direction took 
great pride in decorating the school-room with 
autumn leaves and evergreens, and the boys, under 
Bert Rising, chopped wood, cleared out the ashes and 
made the fires. 

How happy were both teacher and pupils ! Every 
day was like a holiday ; every scholar was anxious 
to perform some duty or do some kindly act, — all 
took an individual pride in the school and in each 
other. 

The older boys carried their refined tastes to 
an extreme. Finding their heavy boots noisy and 
clumsy in the school-room, they took them off in 
the woodshed before entering and put on slippers, 
which they had brought from home. 

Under all these influences, it will readily be seen 
that the advance of these really ambitious young 
people must have been rapid. It was perceptible 
indeed, not only in their educational exercises, but in 
refined, moral and aesthetic tastes as well. 

The " county school commissioner," on his quar- 
terly visit, was actually moved to write these words of 
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commendation in the school register, after a consulta- 
tion with Mr. Pilbean : — 

" I find Miss Whitney a teacher of no ordinary 
capacity. Her discipline is excellent, and her methods 
of teaching have never been excelled in the State." 

Had Faith been vain of her success, she would 
have felt flattered by this indorsement, especially as. 
contrasted with the epitaph in the same register, upon 
her unfortunate predecessor, which said : — 

" He could not grasp the ennobling profession of 
teaching, and his attempt at Teeter Hollow was a 
failure." 

But she was convinced that want of " grasp *' ap- 
plied with greater force to the trustees than to the 
poor pedagogue, whose failure was a reproach to 
them and the commissioner more than to himself. 

She could see no beneficial result from these official 
records, generally of ignorant commissioners or trus- 
tees, who possessed neither the ability to point out 
to the young teacher any faulty method of discipline, 
nor to suggest any improvement. 

These regular visits were always held in contempt 
by the teacher, and the commissioners were looked 
upon as petty tyrants, who had the power to blast 
the professional career of able men and women. 
They sometimes attempted to sound their proficiency 
by catch problems, abstract parsing sentences, or the 
spelling of obsolete or foreign words, — useless and 
unfair tests, which the commissioners had probably 
spent the year in gathering up and mastering. 

By such mismanagement, many really capable and 
educated applicants were denied certificates and the 
schools necessarily often supplied with incompetent 
instructors. 

On Friday evening, Mr. Winchester drove to the 
school-house and took Miss Whitney home with him 
to spend the Sabbath. 

She there found a letter from her mother, in which. 
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after saying how much they missed her, and promis- 
ing to come and see her as soon as the hurry of their 
fall work was over, she added that the young Sinha- 
lese and his friend had passed the house several 
times, but had never called. 

An event now occurred which brought Faith a 
new experience. 

There was no church-building in the " Hollow,'* 
and consequently the school-house was used for all 
public purposes. A funeral took place which it 
became her duty to attend, and the school was ad- 
journed accordingly. 

A well-to-do bachelor farmer had died the day 
before, and having no relatives nearer than England, 
the funeral services were to take place the following 
day under the auspices of his neighbors and the pre- 
siding elder. 

"Orville Mapleton the deceased" had resided 
many years in the neighborhood, and was highly 
respected for his kind, hospitable and generous 
character. 

The worthy poor never left his door empty-handed, 
and the sick and distressed had good cause to thank 
him for many timely comforts. 

He belonged to no church, yet he never spoke dis- 
respectfully of any. 

When his pious neighbors rallied him upon his 
neglect of religion, he replied that his '' highest aim 
was to lead a Christian life. For the rest, he trusted 
in God." 

The presiding elder conducted the services. 

He had put himself in possession of the principal 
facts in the life of the departed, even to reading his 
will, which document gave all his property to the 
founding of an asylum for homeless children, to be 
managed by nanrsectarian men and women. 

This last clause settled the question in the elder's 
mind as to the future of the deceased. 
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" No one," said he, " but a child of hell could 
make a will reflecting upon the integrity or the trust- 
worthiness of members of the church.*' 

He began his sermon by saying — "I am now 
standing over the remains of a strictly moral man/* 
with considerable stress on ^'morcU.^' 

" I admit that Orville Mapleton clothed the naked, 
fed the poor and hungry, and visited the sick, — thus 
far did he follow the teachings of Christ. 

" But, my friends, while all these duties belong to 
a Christian life, they do not make a Christian. 

" They are the earthly duties of all men, but alone 
they will never save a man's soul. 

" While he was blessing the poor and needy, living 
as he did outside the church, he was quietly damn- 
ing his own soul and serving the devil! 

" Orville Mapleton neglected the Church, the means 
which God has provided for the salvation of souls, 
and died an unconverted sinner, — notwithstanding 
his strictly moral life, his benevolence and his love 
for the poor I 

" He died as the fool dieth, and has gone to an 
eternal hell, with all the nations that forget God ! 

" I tell you, my friends, the influence of one moral 
man outside the Church is worse for the cause of 
religion than two sinners inside of it. 

" The morai sinner is the greatest worker for the 
devil ! 

" Will not the wicked say, ' If a man can be good 
and moral without the Church and go to heaven there- 
by, what is the use of the Church ? " — What can you 
reply ? 

''No, my friends, let the example of this good, 
moral, God-forsaken sinner, with all his model life, 
be an example and a warning to you all, not to 
depend upon good works, but upon the saving and 
sanctifying blood of Christ. This saving grace can 
only be found by coming to Him through His Holy 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EASTWARD. 105 

Church, the only means of grace on earth. To be 
truly saved, you must be bathed and cleansed in His 
precious blood ! " 

As Faith listened to this discourse, she was at a 
loss to understand its logic, and wondered why all 
the weeping people about her did not say something 
in poor Mr. Mapleton's defence. 

Surely, she thought, no one could believe with the 
preacher in such a terrible fate for one so highly 
esteemed for his virtues. 

Poor child ! she was unschooled in the mystery of 
orthodoxy, its doctrine of an eternal hell and the 
vicarious cleansing power of the blood of Christ. 

She wondered, too, what it was that Mr. Mapleton 
didn't believe and how that could afifect his here- 
after. Perhaps, thought she, the poor man couldn't 
understand it. 

Then she turned her thoughts inwardly and asked 
herself what was her own belief. 

" Nothingy^ was the response ; " but that I am Faith 
Whitney trying to do my duty." 

The whole service was entirely shocking and in- 
comprehensible to her ; even the words of the hymns 
they sang at the grave filled her with apprehension 
and astonishment : — 

*' There is a fountain flUed with blood 
Drawn from EmanneVs veins, 
And sinners plnnged beneath that flood 
Lose all their guilty stains." 



And: 



** On slippery rocks I see them stand, 
WhUe fiery biUows roU below." 



" What dreadful thoughts ! " she exclaimed ; " hu- 
man beings bathing in a fountain of human blood, 
or standing on slippery rocks ready to plunge at any 
moment into a fiery flood beneath 1 " What ideas to 
implant in the minds of her innocent pupils ! 

She had never thought of death but as a blessed 
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release from disease or an unhappy life, and the 
language of the elder shocked her exceedingly. 

It never occurred to this unsophisticated child 
that the Almighty power which placed people on this 
earth could by any possibility permit them to be 
persecuted forever in another world after they had 
done with this. 

Besides, was she not always surrounded by her 
unseen friends? That certainly proved they were 
not unhappy. 

No ! she could never believe as the presiding elder 
did. She would ask her uncle Winchester about his 
statements as soon as she saw him. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Ktn-Dhwen had been ill. The shock of his 
mother's death, with all that had previously trans- 
pired, was more than his exhausted frame could bear. 

For several weeks he was under the immediate 
care of a physician and was tenderly nursed by Ger- 
ald, assisted by several other students. Gerald rarely 
left his friend's bedside and would never allow his 
mind to dwell for a single moment upon his great 
sorrow, but always contrived to turn the subject of 
his thoughts to the every-day matters about them. 

When he became so far convalescent as to walk 
about the grounds, he made frequent allusions to the 
Buddhist faith of his fathers, as if the subject had 
been newly awakened within him. 

Gerald rarely noticed these remarks, preferring to 
humor his patient rather than provoke discussion. 

Any one seeing this young man in the rdle of 
nurse would have been at a loss to recognize in tl 
devoted attendant the gay, thoughtless, fun-lovir 
fellow of a few months before. 

His superabundant energy was now concentrate 
upon his patient and his studies, and the calls upc 
his father for funds sensibly diminished as these Ic 
tier sentiments occupied his mind. 

His father, fearing from his silence that he migl 
be ill, sent frequent sums to President Dombrey 
be used when necessary for his benefit, which Gera 
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put carefully away, relieving his parent's anxiety by 
writing home that he uever was in better health, and 
that any money he did not use would be laid aside 
for a "rainy day." 

The summer was over and autumn's soft delicate 
haze enveloped the distant hills. The forest was gay 
nd bright in its vari-colored foliage, and the two de- 
oted friends were often drawn into long rambles 
trough the attractive woods, visiting many a wild 
lountain-retreat. 

One day they stood upon a hill jutting out into 
lie beautiful lake overlooking Tim Finn's Island, 
rhere they had passed so many happy days together. 
-Gerald turned abruptly, "I say, Kyn-Dhwen, I 
hink it deuced strange we have never had a glimpse 
f that ministering angel to whom we owe our lives, 
n all our walks we've never seen her, nor have wo 
ome across any one who ever did see her." 

The mention of this subject so unexpectedly to 
[yn-Dhwen caused his weakened frame to tremble for 
n instant ; and to conceal his emotion, he stooped as 
f to examine a bush of beautifully colored leaves at 
lis feet, without replying to his friend's exclamation. 
Gerald attributed his silence to the thoughts which 
he subject of their rescue might naturally arouse in 
lonnection with his late sickness and his second nar- 
ew escape from death ; but as he seemed to be much 
imbarrassed and turned away without complaining of 
^ny sudden illness, he could nardly help the inference 
hat there was a secret cause for his conduct, espe- 
jially as he suggested that they immediately return 
;o the university. 

A few days thereafter, Gerald again tried to brine 
ibout a conversation on the subject ; but he showea 
;he same desire to avoid it as before, and with a sim- 
lar excitement, except that as he had gained in 
physical strength he was better able to control him- 
>elf. 
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Grerald meant to get at the bottom of this mystery 
if there was one, and he boldly put the question, — 

" Now, Kyn-Dhwen, why is it that you, who were 
formerly so crazy to hunt up this young lady and 
unravel this mystery, have suddenly lost your inter- 
est and now act so strangely and become so agitated 
every time I suggest the subject. You can't have 
any secret from me, surely ; but if you persist in act- 
ing like this, I shall certainly think you are conceal- 
ing something. 

The Sinhalese stood silent and thoughtful. 

"I say, old boy, out with it I If you have got any- 
thing pressing on your mind, tell me what it is." 

Kyn-Dhwen looked steadily into his friend's face. 
** Yes, Gerald, I have something on my mind ; but 
I do not feel like talking about it to-day, after 
the fatigue of our long walk. To-morrow morning 
come to my room, and you shall hear all I have to 
say." 

Gerald's imagination was more than ever excited. 
He was right, then, in his surmises. Kyn-Dhwen 
really had a secret, — a secret he had withheld from 
him. What could it be ? They had scarcely been 
separated an hour at a time since their perilous acci- 
dent at the lake. Surelv, it could have nothing to 
do with his illness. Why this secrecy? Had he 
said or done anything to offend him ? Certainly not. 
But to-morrow all doubts would be solved. 

Kyn-Dhwen dreaded, yet he felt it to be his duty to 
tell Gerald all he knew about their long-sought rescuer. 
Possibly he might be able to aid in solving the mys- 
tery which still surrounded her notwithstanding his 
discovery. At all events, the knowledge he had ob- 
tained could no longer be honorably withheld. 

The next morning, as soon as he had breakfasted, 
Gerald bounded up the stairs two steps at a time to 
Kyn-Dhwen's room, and found him waiting. Drop- 
ping into a chair, he said, " Now, mon amU you see I 
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n here, 9ans cSrSrrwnie^ ready for anything you have 
I offer." 

" Not to keep you in suspense, Gerald," began Kyn- 
hwen at once ; " you said yesterday that it was 
range we had neither seen nor heard of the young 
rl who at least powerfully aided in saving our lives, 
^hat I have to tell you, my dear friend, is — that / 
we seen her ! " 

**You!" exclaimed Gerald, jumping up from his 
lair. " When ? Where ? Tell me at once ! How 
>uld you keep this a secret from me ? " 

Kyn-Dhwen, after a moment's hesitation, slowly 
plied, " I saw her only the day before I was taken 
[. The Sunday after that painful scene in the leo- 
Lre-room I wandered off in a very sad and dejected 
ate of mind, hardly knowing or caring in what di- 
ction I went. I soon became lost ; and stopping at 

farm-house to inquire the way back to the univer- 
by, the door was opened by the young lady whom 
e had sought so anxiously and so long. 

"You can readily conceive my astonishment at 
lat sudden and unexpected discovery. Intuitively 
knew it was she, and my eyes never before rested 
i so fair a face. 

" Again that mysterious influence came over me 
hich I remembered having experienced when we 
ere so miraculously restored to life. 

" As soon as I recovered myself I followed her into 
e house, all unbidden. 

" She seemed very much embarrassed, as she might 
ell be, for it was rude in me to enter without being 
quested. I tried to express the gratitude we both felt 
wards her father, as well as herself, but words failed 
e ; and falling at her feet, my clasped hands and ap- 
laling looks alone spoke the sentiments of my heart. 

" She extended her hand and begged that I would 
ink no more of it, saying it was but an act of hu- 
anity, — the duty of every human being. 
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^ Ah, Oerald ! that Sinhalese sentiment of human 
brotherhood thrilled through and through my heart. 
It was the belief of my father and my motiier. It was 
their religion. 

^^I asked her name, which she said was ^ Faith 
Whitney ; ' and, having no longer any excuse for re- 
maining, I was on the point of leaving her when, see- 
ing the walls hung with well-executed portraits, I 
stopped a moment to look at them. 

^^ Again she became embarrassed and implored me 
not to look at the pictures, they were only rude 
sketches ; but to me they were very lifelike. 

" It seems like a dream to me now when I think 
over all that occurred, my dear friend ; but every- 
thing then was very real, I assure you. 

" I again turned to go when my eyes fell upon her 
easel on which rested an unfinished picture. Imag- 
ine my astonishment, nay my amazement, when I 
recognized that it was a perfect likeness of my 
mother. 

"Staggered — bewildered — I knew not what to 
think, rerhaps my mother was at that moment in 
the house. I turned toward her and exclaimed, — 

" * In the name of heaven. Miss Whitney, whence 
came that picture ? ' 

" She begged me so piteously not to ask but to 
leave her — and feeling there must be something 
which she could not or did not wish to explain : 
perhaps that my mother had arrived and was not yel 
ready to declare herself — that I immediately de- 
parted. 

" The next morning the news of my dear mother's 
death in Ceylon reached me. You know the rest." 

It need not be said that Gerald was deeply moved 
by this dramatic statement, nor could he see how the 
remarkable likeness of Kyn-Dhwen's mother could 
be accounted for. 

Could it be that his mind had wandered during hit 
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illness and that he now simply reproduced the life- 
like vagaries of a distorted imagination ? That could 
hardly be : for not once during the time he had so 
closely watched by his bedside had he betrayed the 
least evidence of a disturbed brain. 

" Well, my friend, what you have said of the artis- 
tic ability of Miss Whitney, and especially of the por- 
trait of your mother whom she never saw, both 
surprises and interests me greatly, and told by a less 
scrupulous and conscientious man than yourself might 
well challenge belief. 

" I think we should go there together at once, for 
I have never had the opportunity of thanking her or 
her father for their timely service. Let us go this 
afternoon with this excuse for calling, we may learn 
more about this strange coincidence. What say you, 
Kyn-Dhwen?" 

" Oh, by all means I We have already passed the 
house several times in our rambles ; but I have never 
felt the courage to enter it again, nor have I yet seen 
the father myself. Now that you know all that I do, 
we will of course go together." 

On reaching the house, the front door was opened 
for them by Mrs. Whitney herself. She politely re- 
quested the young men to enter, and awaited their 
errand, which she had already surmised. 

" My dear madam," said Gerald respectfully, " we 
have come to express our gratitude to your husband 
and your daughter, for their noble service in saving 
our lives. We would have called long since if we 
had been able to learn to whom we were so greatly 
indebted. 

**My companion," turning to Kyn-Dhwen, "has 
been again at the gates of death since meeting your 
daughter." 

Mrs. Whitney, observing the pale and haggard face 
of the Sinhalese, said to him, "You have, sir, my 
profound sympathy ! I am very sorry you have 
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taken this fatiguing walk to thank my husband and 
daughter, for I assure you they consider it but the 
p^ormance of a humane act natural to any one. 
Were they at home I am sure they would express the 
same sentiment." 

A pang shot through the hearts of both of the 
young men as she mentioned her daughter's absence. 

But Gerald did not mean it should end thus, and 
on taking up his hat, remarked, '^ The next time we 
call we hope to have the pleasure of paying our re- 
spects to Miss Whitney in person." 

"It is not at all probable," replied the mother^ 
" that she will be at home this winter." 

This last piece of information was a perceptible 
blow to both, and Mrs. Whitney, feeling pity for their 
disappointment, as they seemed so anxious to see her 
daughter, added, " I will write to her that you have 
called." 

Kyn-Dhwen, thinking that Mrs. Whitney could 
not be ignorant of the scene which had transpired 
in the studio, — now that there was no possibility of 
meeting the daughter, — determined to ask permis- 
sion to see the likeness of his mother again. 

" Madam," said he, " there is a portrait of my 
mother in your daughter's studio. You would con- 
fer a great favor upon me by allowing me to look 
upon it once more." 

Gerald was astonished at his friend's coolness and 
courage. 

Mrs. Whitney had for some days expected a call 
from the Sinhalese, with this very natural request, 
and had already brought the painting into the adjoin- 
ing room. 

"I am quite willing you should see the portrait 
which you think resembles your mother," she said, 
and at once led the way. 

Notwithstanding his predetermined resolve not to 
betray emotion, Kyn-Dhwen was profoundly moved 
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as he gazed once more upon the dear features of his 
departed mother. 

Quite unmindful of his audience, he knelt before 
the picture, and, bowing his head in his hands, wept 
copious tears, the first he had shed since her death. 

His convulsive sobs frightened Mrs. Whitney, and 
she was about to speak when Gerald, who felt that 
tears would be of the greatest relief, raised his finger 
in caution. 

Her tender heart was deeply touched by this scene, 
and when she learned that the young man had just 
received news of his mother's death, she also found 
herself putting her handkerchief to her eyes and 
shedding tears in sympathy. 

*' Come, my boy," said Gerald, after a few moments' 
delay, "let us return. Mrs. Whitney, I am sure, will 
allow you to come again very soon if you wish to do so." 

Kyn-Dhwen arose slowly, gave a silent pressure of 
the hand to his kind hostess, and left the house. 

As soon as Gerald had seen his companion home, 
he retraced his steps immediately to the Whitneys. 

Mr. Whitney had just come in from the fields, and 
Gerald was too agitated to express but in the brief- 
est manner how fervently grateful they felt toward 
him and his daughter, for being the means, under 
God, of saving their lives, and his pleasure at meeting 
the father of her in whom he had become so deeply 
interested. 

He at once made known the object of his second 
visit, by saying — *' My dear friends, I hope you will 
excuse my importunity, for I have come back to ask 
a great favor. 

"It is, that you will permit me to purchase .that 
picture painted by your daughter, the likeness of my 
dear friend's mother. The poor fellow has been 
sorely afilicted, and I know that the picture hung in 
his room would do more to promote his recovery 
than doctors or medicines. 
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^The first time he saw it be came back to the 
university strangely a£Eected, as if by some painful 
apprehension. He told no one of his experience, but 
withdrew to his own room. 

^^ The following morning the news of his mother's 
death reached him from Ceylon. This awful blow 
coming so suddenly — after he had been himself so 
miraculously snatched from a tragic death — over- 
came him and brought on a tedious illness, from 
which he has not yet fully recovered." 

Mr. and Mrs. Whitney were deeply touched at this 
recital. 

" We have never sold any of our daughter's pic- 
tures," said the father, "nor do we wish to do so. 
They were painted under circumstances peculiar to 
herself, for her own gratification only, and ii exhibited 
to the public would but excite criticism. We would 
gladly do, however, all within our power to soothe 
the poignant grief of your Sinhalese friend, and will 
give him the painting on the condition that the 
name of the artist be strictly withheld from the 
public. We do this without the knowledge of our 
daughter ; but we are quite sure — knowing her sym- 
pathetic nature — she will ratify the gift." 

** But I do not wish the picture as a gift," inter- 
rupted Gerald, feeling himself rich in the surplus 
fund he had accumulated, and embarrassed by the 
friendly offer of Mr. Whitney. 

" It is the only condition on which we can possibly 
part with it, in justice to our daughter," replied Mr. 
Whitney mildly, but so positively that Gerald saw 
the impropriety of urging the payment further. 

" When may I take it?" he asked eagerly. 

" At once if you wish," said the mother, and she 
immediately proceeded to wrap it. 

He had been successful beyond all anticipation, and 
his heart beat high with inward joy, as he now knew 
that he could actually take the picture back with him. 
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It was quite dark when Gerald toiled up to Kyn- 
'^^'ven's room with his precious burden in his arms, 
students were all fortunately at supper, and, 
;)ing in unobserved, he placed the painting on a 
r by the table, where th« rays of the already 
ted lamp fell obliquely upon it. 
e left a card beside it with the words : " A present 
K^yn-Dhwen from Mr. and Mrs. Whitney," in 
>r that the presence of the mysterious portrait 
[it not savor of the supernatural, at least in the 
ner of its transportation. Then calming himself, 
[)ined his fellow-students at supper. 
I am really upset," said Gerald, speaking to him- 
on retiring for the night. "How could that 
ig lady paint the likeness of one whom she had 
jr seen, — one who was at the time either dead 
>n her dying-bed ? How could she — a country 
certainly without artistic teaching — paint at all ? 
have no artists of such ability about here from 
m she could have received instruction. We have 
even a collection of paintings." 
e could find no satisfactory solution for these 
tal queries, and his mind wandered off into ram- 
g dreams of seraphs, angels, and other ideals, or 
J, among whom Faith was conspicuous with flow- 
robes and holding in her hand a pencil of light. 
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The air was tremulous with the sweet music of 
the Sabbath bells the next morning when Kyn- 
Dhwen knocked at Gerald's door to inform him of 
the beautiful gift of his mother's portrait which had 
come from mv. and Mrs. Whitney the night before 
and which he had found at his bedside. 

They repaired at once by tacit agreement to Kyn- 
Dhwen's room, when Gerald explained the part he 
had taken in securing the painting. 

" My friend," said Gerald, " do you believe Miss 
Whitney painted that picture ? " 

" Most certainly, I am satisfied she did." 
" How could she have painted it ? " 
*' That is a more difficult question to answer." 
'* The only way I can possibly account for it," said 
Gerald, "is that after her tragic experience with us at 
the lake — as you were probably the first Sinhalese 
she had ever seen — your image became very natur- 
ally strongly impressed upon her memory. 

(A deep glow mounted to Kyn-Dhwen's face.) 
" Being an artist by nature, — a genius, — she tried 
to put upon canvas her ideal of a female face of one 
of your race. She caught enough of your expression 
and features, no doubt, to enable her to make this 
portrait resemble your mother. The resemblance is 
of course but chance and appeals to you through 
your recollection or imagination only." 
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" Your theory is ingenious and may seem plausible 
to you, Gerald ; but it is very far from convincing to 
the son. 

" You see only the foreign face of a Sinhalese 

lady, while I Oh, my God I I not only see, but 

feel my dear mother's presence whenever I look 
upon that picture. That is not my face, Gerald, — 
those lustrous eyes are not mine. Those clear-cut 
beautiful features are in direct contrast with my 
angular ones. That expression of sweet submission 
and trust is not in harmony with my stormy, obstinate 
nature. 

" No, Gerald, your theory does you credit for in- 
genuity, but it does not explain the facts. Even if 
it did account for the perfect likeness, — which it 
certainly does not, — it does not explain the wonder- 
ful execution." 

Gerald saw that his reasoning was illogical, and 
replied, " Well, Kyn-Dhwen, my opinions are doubt- 
less incorrect ; but what are yours ? Do you believe 
the picture fell from heaven or came up from be- 
neath?" 

Gerald saw he had shocked his friend by his 
thoughtless words and would gladly have withdrawn 
them. 

"Neither," replied Kyn-Dhwen; "and I fear it 
would take more than the arguments of a simple 
Sinhalese to convince even so fair-minded a man as 
Gerald Livingston, of what I feel to be the truth." 

He said this so hopelessly that Gerald dared not 
ask for an explanation, and he continued, — 

" It may sound very unreasonable, very * heathen- 
ish ' perhaps, what I am about to say, but no more 
unreasonable nor difficult of belief than the miracles 
that form part of your Bible record, which you think 
it a sin to question. In Ceylon, the land of my birth, 
such phenomena are not uncommon ; but so little are 
they understood even by my own countrymen that 
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tbey are usually classed as the result of magic, sleight- 
of-hand or jugglery. 

"Yet there are Buddhists who by great faith and 
purity of life have attained the power to lift the veil 
separating this life from the life beyond, to see what 
we cannot see, and to hear what we cannot hear, to 
hold communion with the living and the dead alike^ 
regardless of time or space or condition, and who, 
were they to make themselves known in the world 
to-day, I am bound to believe would share the fate of 
that pure ' Son of Man ' whom your Church teaches 
us to worship as ^ God incarnated in the flesh.' 

" You see, then, that ^ hat you denominate miracles 
would be not at all diflScult for us, who are called 
* heathens,' to believe. 

** Miss Whitney, the artist, as all the circumstances 
seem to prove, possesses a power unknown to us, 
perhaps unknown to herself. How she came by it 
we know not; but I am convinced that when she 
painted that portrait my mother's * astral form ' stood 
before her, the counterpart of her living presence." 

Gerald was speechless with amazement, almost 
horror, at what he heard. Ought he to listen to such 
blasphemous words? Already he had silently al- 
lowed his friend to hint at a belief opposed to that in 
which they were being taught. Much as he loved 
him, he could not tolerate such heresy. 

" I am very loth to believe Miss Whitney so differ- 
ent from other women," he answered coldly, trying 
to ig£^ore what had been said of the Buddhist faith. 

"There is certainly some mystery connected with 
this painting ; but I am confident it can be explained 
according to common-sense and natural laws. 

" But don't let us talk of the * why ' and the ' how,' 
but rather enjoy the result of the work which we 
see." 

The Sinhalese silently acquiesced. 

Gerald was right in thinlung that the presence of 
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this painting would do much to restore his friend to 
health. The gloom which had oppressed him was 
lightened, and his cheerful manner once more re- 
turned. 

But as Kyn-Dhwen recovered his elasticity of 
mind, Gerald became more and more sombre, medi- 
tative and undecided, and always awoke from hisre ver- 
ies in a more perplexed and unhappy state than ever. 

He constantly asked himself, "Am I my brother's 
keeper ? What warrant have I for condemning his 
belief ? Are his life and conduct both not as Chris- 
tian-like as mine?" yet he could not break the nar- 
row circle in which his thoughts revolved, and always 
fell back upon his predetermined rule, '* Never to in- 
vestigate what seemed past finding out." 

Meantime the college course was rapidly drawing 
to its close. The following June they were to grad- 
uate, when life's trials and duties would begin in rude 
earnest. Already his father had written him that 
the entire village, where he had spent his youth, 
would gladly welcome him back; and the church 
would call him to the position of minister over them. 

But Gerald, like all young men, and especially 
ministers of the gospel, had planned vast schemes of 
future usefulness and greatness, and this suggestion 
of his father rather tended to dampen his ardor. 

" What I preach in the old tumble-down church in 
whose straight-backed pews I used to play hide-and- 
seek on Saturdays, wMle the deaf old sexton was 
brushing up for Sunday ? What ! cramp my talents 
over a handful — forty at most — of superannuated 
saints, who would simply tolerate me for my father's 
sake and set me down as an ignoramus?" 

That was a result very different from what he 
anticipated after his university education. 

" But then," he reflected, " what can I expect after 
all? Converts are few, the church is decreasing 
yearly in numbers, and many poor ministers, perhaps 
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abler than I am, are idle. I wish I could go with 
Kyii-Dhwen to India, and achieve something worthy 
of my ambition in that strange land. Still, if tlie in- 
habitants are all as wise as he, my feeble efforts would 
prove as futile, I fear, as those of the poor missionaries 
already there. 

*' Then my father and mother have both set their 
hearts on having me near them, after an absence of 
so many years, and it would be a pity not to gratify 
their wishes for a while at least, and allow them to 
take as much comfort out of their graceless son as 
possible. All the satisfaction they can get in that 
way will be but a poor recompense for the sacrifices 
they have made for me. 

" I suppose, in the end I will have to settle down, 
like old Elder Stearns, whom I remember as wearing 
long hair and leaning upon a hickory cane. He never 
lost an opportunity to nag us boys about our future 
salvation, and when he saw us playing bo-peep around 
him, used to warn us not to make too light of time. 

^^ Perhaps like him too, I shall be mocked and 
laughed at by all the future naughty scamps in town. 

** Well, before I became senile, I should work up 
a few reforms; tear down a few of our wretched 
village churches, and give the people decent places 
of worship; break up the * donation parties' by 
which the minister's salary is poorly eked out with 
potatoes^ sausage and cord<vood from the poor or 
stingy farmers. And I wouldn't have the village 
gossips coming about my house in vacation-time on 
the pretence of ' fitting it up for the winter,' but in 
reality to learn what kind of a housekeeper the 
minister's wife is. 

"No I I 'd assert my independence in spite of all 
the people might say, and I'd never feel myself 
obliged to toddle every stupid baby in the parish 
either, and kiss it and call it an angel, to please its 
foolish mother. 
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Faith was '' boarding round." 

There were sixteen families in the " Hollow *' and 
each was called upon to board the teacher in propor- 
tion to the number of children they sent to school. 

Thus far her experience had been by no means un- 
pleasant. She had become the idol of the pupils, 
and, of course, with the parents she was always a 
welcome guest. 

Amongst these families — mostly of hard-working 
farmers — she found no lack of opportunity for the 
exercise of her thrifty good sense and her helpful and 
ready fingers. It made her heart bleed to see the 
poor over-worked wives and mothers laboringto bring 
up large families of children upon limited means, do- 
ing all the housework themselves, and being often 
called upon to assist in the outside labor. She could 
not bear to think her presence added in the least to 
their burdens, and therefore tried in every way to 
lighten them. Her quick eye detected that " baby " 
was troublesome, that " Johnny's " pants were out at 
the knees ; that there was a " stack of dishes " to 
wash, after a heavy day's work, and that the ex- 
hausted, almost discouraged mother needed words 
of sympathy and encouragement. She always put 
herself entirely in the background and labored for 
those about her, aiding in those domestic duties daily 
as soon as she returned from school. 
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No wonder the farmers' wives watched for her 
coming and looked happier for weeks after they had 
enjoyed her visit. No wonder the children clung to 
her and obeyed every wish ; that the overgrown boys 
fell in love with her ; that the school-trustees declared 
her a perfect treasure ; and no wonder her life lost 
all its tediousness and blankness and her future 
looked bright and cheery. But it would be conceal- 
ing the truth not to admit that the village belles be- 
came terribly jealous of her beauty and her remark- 
able popularity. 

Faith dreaded the time — soon to come — when 
she would have to board with the *' Risings." Bert 
had become one of her most devoted and enthusias- 
tic pupils, and his influence over the school continued 
to be very decided. If a boy had been disobedient, 
he reproved him at recess. If the teacher had been 
annoyed, he sought the cause and removed it. It 
was indeed quite evident that Bert had assumed to 
be the power behind the throne, — the preiix chevalier ^ 
sans peur^ if not mn% reproche^ — and if at any time 
the throne should need a strong arm, it was also evi- 
dent his would be ready. 

It was perhaps this devotion, this strange adoration 
on the part of Bert that had aroused her sensitiveness 
and caused her to feel a dread of going to his home. 
Or perhaps it was because there were three younger. 
Risings in school and slie feared a large portion of 
her time would be demanded by them. However 
this may have been, when the time arrived §he nerved 
herself for the occasion and expected Bert would 
walk by her side the whole mile and a half to the 
house, and that his presence would be disagreeable to 
her. In this she was agreeably disappointed. He 
only asked to be allowed to carry her satchel, and 
then left her in charge of his younger sisters and 
disappeared by a straight cut across the fields. At 
home he was never oflScious. He did not trouble her 
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with questions nor annoy her with attentions. At 
the table he ate his meals in silence, but his quick 
eye followed every movement, and his ear drank in 
every word she uttered, nor did he fail to notice the 
daily acts of kindness and thoughtfulness she per- 
formed. 

Faith was greatly relieved and delighted when she 
found his presence was not a restraint. 

In the busy Rising household all her leisure mo- 
ments were easily filled. Through the day both girls 
and boys hung lovingly about her, and at night two 
of the little girls shared her room. She taught them 
many useful pastimes and planned for them many 
days of pleasure, thus greatly relieving the widowed 
mother. 

Christmas was near, and she had promised the 
children to trim and decorate for them a Christmas 
tree. 

They were now very busy upon the decorations 
and had nearly finished winding the fragrant wreaths 
for the windows, when the evergreen cuttings which 
Bert had brought for them ran short. 

He was not th§re just then, and as the younger 
children had colds she made them promise to remain 
by the fire while she went out to fetch some more of 
the cedar sprays. The night was cool, and throwing 
a shawl over her head she started in the direction of 
the barn where the branches had been dragged. 

The moon was not yet up, but the white snow that 
crunched under her light footsteps made itsufiSciently 
bright for her to pick her way. 

Suddenly she was startled by a sound of moaning 
which came from beyond the barn. She stopped a 
moment, uncovered her ears and listened intently. 

The cries came from where the evergreens lay — 
and she could go no further — she thought she recog- 
nized the voice. 

Could it be possible ? Did she hear aright? Was 
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it her promising young pupil, her " village Hampden," 
thus calling recklessly on his Maker in tones of such 
utter despair ? — "Oh God, that I might die ! Oh, 
why was I born with a heart to love so madly and a 
head so worthless ? Oh God, have pity on me ! " 

Sad moans followed these piteous appeals. 

She stood like one petrified. Her shawl had fallen 
from her shoulders, but she did not feel the wintry air. 

Suddenly the voice changed to a more hopeful and 
manly tone, and she caught the quick words, 
'* Yes ! Bert Rising shall be worthy of such an angel ! 
He shall be a man ! A man that any girl will be 
proud of ' He shall be rich and great, — she shall be 
mine ! " 

Faith heard no more, but ran back as fast as her 
feet could carry her, meeting the children who were 
coming to seek her. The poor teacher went out for 
the joyous wi*eath — but it had changed to cypress in 
her grasp. 

On reaching the house she found Mr. Winchester 
had arrived and was awaiting her with an invitation 
to spend the holidays with them. She accepted at 
once, and very gladly, for under the circumstances it 
was a very fortunate and timely arrangement, reliev- 
ing her at once of all embarrassment. She would 
not have to appear at breakfast, nor again at the Ris- 
ings' for several days. 

Gathering her wraps and her hand-bag with little 
preparation, she jumped into her uncle's cutter and 
they were soon skimming over the smooth snow 
cheered by the light of the rising moon behind them. 
For some moments Faith rode silently buried in sad 
and painful reveries. 

Nerving herself at length, that she might not ap- 
pear unhappy to her uncle, and suppressing her 
reflections, she began to question him about some of 
the statements which the presiding elder had made at 
the funeral of Orville Maple ton. 
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" My dear child," said he, after hearing her detailed 
ceo u lit of the doctrine of a future damnation ad- 
anced by the elder in his funeral sermon, " I don't 
wonder you are j)uzzled and astonished. You were 
ot raised in the church and of course know but 
ittle of its doctrines. 

" To put your mind at ease, let me say that I do 
ot share the presiding elder's belief in the future 
lunishment of mankind, although there was a time 
irheu I dared not doubt it. 

" I think our mission here on earth is to do good 
D each other, to lead pure lives, and perform hon- 
stly and cheerfully all the duties that humanity 
in poses. I also believe that in proportion as we 
ulfil these duties we secure the greatest amount of 
appiness possible, both here and hereafter. 

" Never fear, my child, for the future. Do your 
luty faithfully and well each to-day while on earth, 
nd your heavenly Father will take care of your here- 
fter, whatever may be your honest belief. 

" Belief can work no change in the ' Divine order,' 
lor stay in the least the immutable law of cause and 
ffect." 

'* But, dear uncle, is it not wrong to teach people 
uch doctrines as I have described to you ? " 

" Of course it is, but those who teach them do not 
hink so. 

'' I am sure many educated ministers do not believe 
11 their catechisms say ; but many persons claiming 
o be Christians are still strongly inclined to demand 
t hell for those who do not believe their sectarian 
[ogmas. Ministers would find their occupation gone 
f they did not once in a while include in their 
.nathemas against sin and sinners the future damna- 
ion of unbelievers. 

"Then, too, believers feeling themselves safe think 
t little hell-fire necessary to scare their sinful neigh- 
)ors into the church, or at least to hold them in 
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check, assuming that even if the doctrine of future 
punishment be not true, believers will be as well oflf 
as others, and if true, they will be on the safe side. 
Such logic is puerile and thoroughly selfish, and can 
but disgust sensible men." 

" But does the Bible give no authority for such 
teaching?" 

" Decidedly not, although the churches claim they 
find it there. I could never see in the parables or 
teachings of Jesus, properly understood, anvthing to 
justify the assumption that the belief or rejection of 
any doctrine held by religious sects then or now 
could affect in the slightest degree the destination of 
the soul after death. The soul or spirit will doubt- 
less be largely educated for good or evil by the expe- 
rience of its earthly life, but not by any abstract 
belief. Jesus said he came to establish the kingdom 
of heaven amongst men and that the kingdom of God 
was within us. Therefore its presence will be mani- 
fest in our conduct. 

** The Old Testament is valuable as the history of 
an ancient and interesting people. It is as reliable 
as such traditions usually are, — but not more so. 
Your father always objected to your reading it be- 
cause it contains sentiments of cruelty, revenge and 
obscenity unfitting it for the young, notwithstanding 
other parts contain the sublime psalms of David, the 
beautiful poem of Job and the stern threatenings of 
the Prophets. The love-songs of Solomon he thought 
quite out of place in a religious book. 

** The New Testament consists of selections from 
the many manuscripts which accumulated among the 
churches for several hundred years after the death of 
Jesus. 

" The Jewish custodians of the old or original 
Bible consider the New Testament as entirely apoc- 
ryphal and unworthy to be placed amongst their 
records or sacred writings, although admitting that 
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e parables and sayings ascribed to Jesus are full 
beautiful and instructive thought, pointing to the 
bherhood of God and the brotherhood of man, 
"Our modern Bible is composed of the Jewish 
ible and the New Testament, to believe which, in 
Jo, is eternal life, and to doubt in the slightest de- 
ee is eternal damnation. Such is the modern 
thodox view." 

Faith felt greatly relieved in mind and instructed 
' the remarks of her uncle. It seemed to her, good 
mmon-sense and in harmony with what she already 
lew, and she determined not to allow anything she 
ight hear or see in the future of human bigotry or 
lly to upset her judgment in the least. 
On Christmas-day her father and mother joined 
em in a happy family reunion. 
They informed her of the disposition they had 
ade of her painting of Kyn-Dhwen's mother, which 
e fully sanctioned as it was prompted by kindness, 
ough she would have preferred the picture out of 
jht in her old studio. She congratulated herself 
I being absent when the two students called, and 
at they did not even know her address. 
The striking intelligence of the Sinhalese had very 
uch impressed her. She had also been greatly 
terested in observing the attachment which the 
her student manifested as he stood so sorrowfully 
jside his dying companion on the day they were 
scued from the water. 
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The holiday week passed all too quickly for the 
young teacher, and before she was aware of it, it was 
time for her to return to her duties at Teeter Hollow* 

She found Mr. Pilbean awaiting her in the school- 
room. 

" I jest come over, Miss Whitney," said he, " to in- 
vite you to our house for a few weeks. I'll tell you 
why. We are goin' to hold ' protracted meetin's ' in 
the school-house all this month, and see if we can't 
square off old accounts and begin the new year a lee- 
tle better, and we're couutin' on you to make the 
music. I'm going to send over Julie's melodeon — 
which belonged to my wife 'fore I married her — and 
you must make it go for the mee tin's." 

" Are we to give up the school ? " inquired Faith, 
somewhat uneasy. 

** Why, bless your soul, no ! The meetin's will be 
in the evenin's ; but as the widder Rising lives way 
off near sunrise, we thought we'd like to have you 
stay with us till they're over, so's to be nigh and 
allers on hand." 

" I fear I cannot play any music you would like." 

**Oh, I guess you can (kum the 'Doxology' and 
* Sweet Hour of Prayer,' if you know how to handle 
a pianer at all. I'll bet on you any day ! " 

" Will you have a minister? " asked Faith, almost 
alarmed, as the idea came to her that perhaps they 
were expecting her to preach as well. 
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" We're goin' to have the presidin' elder come over 
from the Cross Roads, and besides, I've written down 
to the univarsity to send us up a couple of hands to 
help along. You know them young preachers are 
mighty glad of a chance to practise on us country 
folks a bit 'fore they go out on their own hook. 
They'll answer our purpose first-rate. They can do 
all the prayin' you know, and they can sing like all 
possest. Besides we can git 'em for nothin ." 

When Mr. Pilbean suggested that Faith should 
stay with them a few weeks, her heart bounded joy- 
fully. She would then be spared the necessity of 
returning to the Risings', which now that she knew the 
state of Bert's feelings toward her would be disagree- 
able. But when she understood she was expected to 
attend a series of protracted meetings and be respon- 
sible for the music, she did not know which to dread 
most: the Bert Rising liousehold or the evening 
meetings with the grave responsibility of " making ' 
the sacred music. 

The children had scarcely left the school-house in 
the afternoon when the busy farmers began prepara- 
tions for the onset upon Satan's stronghold. 

Sleigh-loads of sap buckets and boards arrived, 
followed by extra lamps and lanterns. The sap 
buckets served to support long boards placed upon 
them for seats, and the lamps and lanterns were the 
improvised chandeliers. Long before the hour of 
service Faith's humble school-room was converted 
into a respectable meeting-house with capacity to 
seat a hundred people. 

Her table, ornamented with a brilliant bouquet of 
dried ferns, grasses and "everlastings," was distin- 
guished as the pulpit. On its right corner stood a 
pitcher of water and a tumbler, and upon a box in 
front lay Mrs. Pilbean's Bible, with its long, heavy, 
beaded book-mark hanging half-way down to the 
floor, its conspicuous, polished clasp turned in front, 
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grimly announcing that the sacred contents were not 
for the prying eyes of the congregation. 

The water-bucket, bench and rusty dipper were 
banished to the woodshed, and the old-fashioned me- 
lodeon crowded into their corner, hiding the dirty, 
spattered wall and giving a church-like dignity to the 
room. A roaring fire of hemlock and cedar crackled 
in the enormous stove, heating it to a fiery red and 
filling the room with the aroma of scorching pine and 
spruce from the smoking, rough plank seats, whose 
ends almost touched the heated surface. 

** Early candle-light" was the hour for service and 
the country people from every direction began to as- 
semble. The entire yard was soon filled with heavy 
sleighs and light cutters, whose merry, jingling bells 
had been heard miles away, bringing gay, excited 
parties ; for next to the circus, in this isolated region, 
the protracted meetings were the most attractive. 

Faith marched into the crowded room with the 
Pilbean family in solemn file, and took her seat at 
once at the melodeon with her back to the audience. 
She was not aware of the hush of admiration upon 
her entrance. Nor was she sensible that she appeared 
ver}^ lovely and attractive in her neat-fitting jacket 
with soft fur trimming; nor that the dainty hood 
tied closely under her modest chin made such a 
piquant setting for her beautiful face. She did not 
know that every eye was upon her, that her fame as 
the young teacher who had brought order out of 
chaos in the village-school was in everybody's mouth, 
and that her attractions were already the theme of 
every church social and the envy of every blooming 
damsel in Teeter Hollow. 

The frosty air had given a brighter glow to her 
rosy cheeks and the excitement of a public meeting 
made her deep-blue eyes seem almost black in the 
lamp-light. Her slender form, graceful in every 
outline, never looked more fascinating than now, as 
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she sat before the instrument, blissfully ignorant of 
all the envy, all the gossip, all the admiration that 
her innocent presence inspired. A glance at her fair 
young brow was sufficient to show that she was of a 
different type from the apple-cheeked, rosy faces and 
dumpy forms about her. Taking up the hymn-book 
and glancing throiiffh the music, she saw at once that 
it would not be difncult to execute if the ancient me- 
lodeon continued to hold together. She did not look 
up when the elder took his seat by the improvised 
pulpit, for she had seen him before. From the book 
which Mr. Pilbean now reached over to her she played 
"Nearer my God to Thee." The whole audience 
joined in the singing, and the school trustee 
gazed proudly round to see the effect of his new 
teacher's musical accomplishments upon the audience. 

Above their loud voices Faith could clearly distin- 
guish the notes of a cultivated tenor, and her fingers 
trembled as the modulated cadence thrilled her musi- 
cal ear. Who could it be? Such harmony, such 
cultivation did not belong to Teeter Hollow. 

Forgetting her conspicuous seat, under the influ- 
ence of this unexpected addition to the music, she 
turned when she had finished playing to learn whence 
it came. 

To her amazement, on either side the presiding 
elder sat Gerald Livingston and Kyn-Dhwen, — the 
two students who had come to assist in conducting 
the meetings. 

To one of them belonged the tenor voice. 

For the first time in her life Faith felt the neces- 
sity of forgetting herself. Why did the color sud- 
denly leave her face and her heart thump heavily ? 
She could not herself account for this excitement. 

For the moment the students did not notice her, 
but she knew she could not long remain unrecognized. 
Suddenly, as if by a common impulse, the young men 
glanced toward her and their eyes met. 
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The presiding elder was fortunately reading from 
the scriptures, and the audience did not observe the 
astonished, startled looks which were exchanged be- 
tween the young teacher and the university seniors; 
nor did they detect the tremor of the young Sinha- 
lese. Both Gerald and Kyn-Dhwen realized how 
necessary it was to conceal any surprise, and Faith 
was glad to bend her head low down over her music. 

This first session was quite brief. A short exhorta- 
tion from the elder, a prayer from Gerald, a blessing 
from the Sinhalese, and a social reunion followed. 

All the dignitaries of the Hollow — the school 
trustees, the justice of the peace, the sheriflf and con- 
stable with their wives and daughters, were introduced 
to the young students. Faith found herself being 
presented also, along with the Pilbean family, and she 
felt confused when they took her gloveless hand in 
their warm palms and uttered conventional and com- 
plimentaiy phrases. 

No opportunity was afforded for further conversa- 
tion that evening. The Sinhalese, who had only gone 
over to the " Hollow " as company for Gerald, now 
showed a remarkable interest in the coming meetings, 
declaring that he would not miss one for the world. 

Faith passed a sleepless night. She was out of 
patience with herself for being so foolish. She must 
make up her mind to the inevitable, for the meetings 
were to be continued every night except Fridays and 
Saturdays. On those evenings both the elder and the 
students devoted themselves to their other duties. 
" Now that my retreat is known," she said to herself, 
" I may as well spend my Saturdays at home with my 
parents, there is no necessity for my staying longer 
away." She accordingly wrote for her father to 
come for her the following Friday. 

The next evening the revival-service continued 
with great fervor, and the house was crowded. The 
two students were present, and she sat at the melo- 
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deon as before. The presiding elder warmed up for 
the occasion and his thin falsetto voice pierced every 
comer of the building. He began the service by 
leading the singing himself : — 

*' Come ye sinners poor and needy, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore. *' 

In the lull which followed this exciting hymn, he 
addressed them : — 

" Yes, come sinners, come and seek salvation I 
The door is open for you this very night. Come now, 
while there is yet time ! Why will you put off such 
an important matter as the salvation of your souls? 
The Lord is here ! He is urging you forward. Why 
do you tarry? Now! Now! is the g,ccepted time. 
To-morrow you may not be here ! To-morrow you 
maybe cold in death. To-morrow! — may be too lots! 
— too late! — Oh, those words 'Too late/ 

" Jesus loves you ! He died for you, sinners I " 

" Amen ! " " Amen ! " came loudly from the dea- 
cons' corner. The elder continued : — 

" Yes, Amen ! brethren, Amen ! Tour souls are 
safe; but how is it with these poor, perishing, blind 
young sinners, — can they say the same ? My dear 
friends, young and old, will you come forward this 
night and confess Jesus and save your souls, or will 
you stay on the devil's side and be damned ? 

" Do you hear that? Yes! on the deviVs side and he 
damned. He is here this evening ! He is whisper- 
ing this moment in that young man's or that young 
woman's ear, to defer, to put off this call. Don't listen 
to him, or he will have your souls damned to all eter- 
nity, before you know it ! 

" Turn to the Lord Jesus while He is here waiting 1 
Do you hear? Jesus is waiting to defeat the devil! He 
will not wait long. Turn now^I say ! — turn noWy or he 
damned for ever! If you reject Him now, ' He will mock 
at your calamity and laugh when your fear cometh ! * " 

He vociferated loudly, he gesticulated wildly. He 
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pounded the Bible until its golden clasps fairly 
rattled, and the long bead-mark went swaying from 
side to side as if sharing iu the general excitement. 
Then, whispering to the sisters who occupied the 
front seats, he exclaimed with a stentorian voice: 

" Make way for the sinners I " 

A general confusion followed ; then six or eight 
strapping boys and as many blubbering girls made 
their way to the vacated seats. 

Faith trembled from head to foot. She was 
frightened beyond concealment. She had never wit- 
nessed such a scene. She looked appealingly toward 
Gerald and Kyn-Dhwen. She knew she must be 
one who was meant as a sinner, — and what ought 
she to do? While confused thoughts were passing 
rapidly through her mind she felt an arm creep 
slawli/ around her waist. She started, when a sister s 
voice whispered huskily in her ear, — " Childy do you 
love Je%u% ? " 

Happily, at this moment the elder, as if satisfied 
with the number of converts for one night, began to 
sing, and called loudly xrpon the audience to "join 
in.' The sister, without waiting for an answer, 
lifted up her shaky voice with the rest. 

The meeting over, Gerald and Kyn-Dhwen came 
up to Faith. She was too disturbed to know what 
they said, and could reply only in monosyllables. 
Her cheeks were crimson ; her thick hair had escaped 
from her close hood and fell wavily over her fore- 
head. How unconsciously and radiantly beautiful 
she seemed to the young ministers ! 

Thej did not leave that evening until they had 
ascertained why Faith was there, and that she would 
return home on Friday night. 

" By Jove I " said Gerald to his companion, as they 
glided over the feathery snow in the direction of the 
university; "Miss Whitney is the most transcend- 
ently beautiful creature I ever saw ! I declare I'm 
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in love with her already. I can't say what will be 
the consequences if I continue to meet her every 
night for a month. 

" Seriously, Kyn-Dhwen, — I do love that girl ter- 
ribly ! 

" You know my heart is not easily affected, and 
those seminary flirtations were mere idle pastimes. 

'^ But the idea of flirting with Miss Whitney ! Why 
I would as soon think of flirting with an angel from 
heaven ! 

^^ I believe a mau realizes the first time he sets his 
eyes on a girl, whether she is destined to be his wife 
or not. 

"I always thought I should fall in love at first 
sight with the one I was to marry, and now, Kyn- 
Dhwen, Fm sure^of it ! " 

Poor Kyn-Dhwen was thankful that the gray 
curtain of night concealed his emotion, and hid firom 
his dear friend the alternate flush and pallor which 
passed over his face while these thoughtless words 
were uttered. He felt that he could never aspire to 
the hand of that lovely being, through whose living 
breath he had been raised from death, re-incarnated 
into life again, and to whom — according to his Orien- 
tal faith — he thought himself spiritually united 
through time and eternity. 

How could he school his susceptible heart to see 
her sought and won by another? how hear those 
words of love, even from his dearest friend, without 
a pang akin to death ? 

Gerald was profoundly ignorant of the sacred 
depths he was stirring in the fervid, mystical bosom 
of the poor Sinhalese. He believed Kyn-Dhwen to be 
above the power or influence of the ordinary emo- 
tions of life, little dreaming there was beneath 
that calm, self-poised exterior, a slumbering volcano, 
ready at a moment to burst out in destruction and 
death. After a moment's silence he exclaimed, — 
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*^ Tes» I shall hereafter have a doable interest in 
life : to lead sinners up to heaven, and to win an 
angel down to earth.'* 

^^ And I/' added the Sinhalese sadly, ^^ must also 

frove my faith in the brotherhood of mankind. As 
once freely offered my life a willing sacrifice for a 
life, so now I must add to my Karma by freely giving 
* my heart for a heart.' " 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Mr. Whitney called at the school-house on Friday 
afternoon, and found Faith anxious to return to the 
peace and quietness of her own home after the 
mental strain of the past week. She told her father 
all about the " revival " or " protracted " meetings, 
and how the excitement had frightened her. 

At first he was quite angry, and determined she 
should at once give up the school, denouncing all 
such means of gathering people into the church as 
"taking undue advantage of their fears, their cre- 
dulity, or their ignorance. — As if," said he, " religion 
were contagious, like measles or the whooping- 
cough." 

After a few minutes of silence he became more 
reconciled, and continued, " My daughter, I have 
tried for many years to shield you from such per- 
nicious influences, and I have succeeded, I beUeve. 
But you are now a woman, assuming the duties and 
meeting the necessary experiences of human life, 
and must exercise your own good sense and judg- 
ment. As long as these meetings are held in your 
school-house it is perhaps best that you should 
attend and play the melodeon for them. You will 
soon learn the hoUowness of professions and the 
evil of excitements. These excitements retard the 
growth of rational and pure Christianity, and the 
promoters are deserving of our pity rather than our 
contempt. 
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*^ Amongst these people there are many good and 
sensible men and women, whose religfious faith is the 
guiding influence of their lives; yet they quietly 
submit to these noisy demonstrations without a pro- 
test or a murmur. 

" We can only say of such religious travesties, that 
they are demoralizing, and, in the opinion of every 
liberal-minded thinking person, are considered entire- 
ly foreign to the pure and simple teachings of Jesus. 
^In all denominations there are people incapable 
of thinking for themselves ; and it is perhaps as 
well that for all such persons a belief should be 
formulated by others. This has been the custom in 
all past ages ; and governments have encouraged it 
as a means of controlling criminal passion and 
strengthening the throne. Hence, the priesthood 
and priestcraft have arisen in all time and in all 
parts of the world. In this enlightened age and 
country, thinking men prefer to consult the sacred 
writings of all nations and form their own religious 
opinions." 

With what a feeling of joy Faith again entered 
that home where she had spent her happy, youthful 
dajrs ! She felt as if she had been absent for years, 
instead of weeks ; and bowing her head upon the 
soft chintz coverlet of her bed, sobbed like a child, — 
" A few short weeks ago, how anxious was I to 
leave thee, my dear, dear home ! Now with what 
feelings of gladness, as well as sadness, I return to 
thee. 

"Thou art precious to me still, but of my woman- 
hood thou art no longer the home. I am called 
upon to assert my individuality, to assume the re- 
sponsibilities of life, which, once accepted, can never 
be laid aside. 

"I must face the exacting world alone, — never 
again to depend upon father or mother to think or 
act for me. 
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" With what delight did I emerge from my child- 
ish dresses : now how happy would I be to return to 
those days of my childhood if I could thus escape 
the duties and troubles of life! The trying expe- 
riences of the past few weeks have quite unnerved 
me, and I am sometimes almost ready to shrink from 
duty. Perhaps I would be happier, at least more 
contented, if I tried to believe as those around me 
do, and thus drift with the current. It is hard to 
associate daily with those whose religious ideas are 
not in harmony with our own. But every day I feel 
more and more the duty of asserting my own in- 
dividuality. Every human being must stand in his 
place, and, having convictions, it is but duty to 
assert them. Faith Whitney, — you can never be a 
hypocrite 1 " 

The next day she felt more contented and sat 
down to enjoy her old pastime of painting. She 
was engaged in putting a fancy sketch on canvas — a 
child with bright sunny hair and transparent skin — 
when her mother opened the door of her studio. 

^^ Daughter, the young Sinhalese has called and is 
in the parlor." 

Faith was not in the least disturbed, but, dropping 
her brush, went at once to meet him. 

Kyn-Dhwen was standing by the small centre-table, 
with his hat in his hand. 

''I hope you will not think me presuming, Miss 
Whitney ; but for a long time I have wished to talk 
vfith you, indeed from the first time I saw you — or 
rather felt your presence — until I met you at Teeter 
Hollow." 

^'Please be seated," said she; ^'I am glad you have 
called," — and she spoke her true feelings. 

She really wished for an opportunity to talk pri- 
vately with an intelligent minister, who maintained 
the doctrines announced by the presiding elder in her 
school-room, — one who, presumably, sanctioned the 
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manner of their presentation, — and to ask him how 
he could justify the wretched scenes enacted there. 

** Miss Whitney," he resumed, " I felt quite sure 
from the expression of your face that you were 
suffering during the exciting meetings at your 
school-house the past week." 

(Ah, thought she, he has come to convert me, to 
convince me of my sins, and bring me within the 
saving grace of the church.) 

'* I can hardly be mistaken, for I have recently 
passed through similar unpleasant experiences; and 
I come to you, to-day, to say that I sympathize with 
you deeply." 

Thinking he might have been recently converted, 
she made no reply, and indeed knew not what to say. 
He continued, — 

*' I was not only taken away at an early age from 

my home and the belief of my fathers, but have 

since been diligently instructed in another faith, 

nrhich seems to me not only unreasonable, but un- 

• natural and cruel;" 

Faith looked up at her visitor in astonishment, 
saying, "I fear I do not quite understand your 
meaning." 

** I will speak more plainly. I was brought to 
America by Christian missionaries in order to be 
converted from heathenism to Christianity, educated 
in orthodoxy, and finally returned to my native 
land to teach my benighted people this new faith. 
I was fifteen when I came ; but thanks to the careful 
teaching of my father, who died a year previous to 
ray departure, I had at that early age a pretty clear 
idea of the Buddhist faith. 

*'*' These missionaries denounce our whole Eastern 
worship as idolatrous and heathenish, — they no 
doubt nave been taught to believe it so, — and they 
preach the Christian religion as the one only and 
true gospel of salvation. 
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^They assert that all who do not embrace this 
faith will be forever damned to an eternal hell of 
fire and brimstone ; and they add that this condem- 
nation embmces all in past ages, who never heard of 
the doctrine, however pure their lives. 

" It has been a severe trial for me to hear the old 
Buddhist religion of my country called idolatrous 
and all our devout worshippers condemned as hea- 
thens ; but I have held my peace, desiring to learu 
this modern faith in full, so that I might compare it 
intelligently with that of my fathers. I believe I 
have done this in all fairness." 

She now regarded him with added interest and 
wonder, and, being deeply interested in all he had 
said, replied, — 

"Please tell me what is the Buddhist faith? " 

"I cannot tell you," said he, "in one afternoon. 
But to give you an idea of the fundamental doc- 
trines of that faith, as I understand them, they are : 

" First, — a belief in One Creative Power or Spirit : 
univtr%al^ aUrpowerfvl^ unapprocichable ; rarely named, 
but, when spoken, called * OM ' ! " 

Faith started ! Where had she heard that strange 
word ? Then she remembered how solemnly he had 
uttered the exclamation, "OMI" when recovering 
consciousness, after being drawn from the water; and 
for the first time she knew that in his dying moments 
his thoughts were upon God f 

" Second " — he continued — " the Buddhists believe 
that according to their pure lives on earth, or as 
they term it, according to their good ' Karma,* — the 
life-record which they make, — they are capable of 
advancing hereafter, until at last they may reach the 
celestial ' Nirvana/ 

"Third — they believe that all mankind must of 
necessity be re-incarnated many times, until their 
* Karma ' or character shall be so purified as to fit 
them for a higher life. 
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'* Fourth, — that no human soul can be lost or 
annihilated, but must of necessity continue to pass 
through this primary of human existence, and through 
future existences, until, like ' Guataraa ' of the 
Buddhist, or ' Jesus ' of the Christian faith, it shall be 
fitted for heaven, or Nirvana, the final hope of the 
Buddhist. I have been * re-incarnated ' mvself, on 
this or other planets, many times, and must be incar- 
nated again many times in the future before being 
fitted for a higher translation." 

" Do you mean," said Faith, " that you are mak- 
ing up in this life for defects or sins of a previous 
one?" 

'* Possibly, although I am certainly making but 
poor progress in the direction of improvement on 
past defects." 

" But you are not conscious of having lived be- 
fore?" 

" Only so far as I find it difficult to overcome 
wrong tendencies in my nature, — the result, it may 
be, of previous bad Karma." 

*' It seems rather unjust — does it not ? — that we 
should suffer for sins we are not conscious of having 
committed." 

" Not more unjust than that one must suffer from 
the physical defects of previous generations : as the 
innocent babe struggles with scrofula inherited from 
its great grandfather. The Buddhist believes that 
everything is in accordance with fixed laws, which 
change not one jot nor tittle neither here nor hereafter. 
They believe in puritv of life and thought, and 
regard all men as brothers. In my opinion, Chris- 
tianity simplifies Buddhism, and Buddhism elevates 
Christianity. The ethics of each religion are the same. 
Christianity teaches that the flesh profiteth nothing : 
and th(U is the comer-stone of Buddhism. In Buddh- 
ism man is striving for the higher life; in Chris- 
tianity the higher Ufe is striving with man. Chris- 
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tianity teaches the forgiveness of sin ; Buddhism that 
sin cannot be forgiven, we must pay the penalty of 
every wronff action. Christianity teaches Ui^ father- 
hood of God ; Buddhism, the brotherhood of man. 

"It is easy to see how strongly Christianity 
appeals to the human heart and to human sympathy, 
through the doctrine of the forgiveness of sin. But 
the Buddhist would say, that, to forgive sin and re- 
instate the sinner, without repentance and consequent 
improvement in life and conduct resulting in an im- 
proved * Karma ' or character^ would be a re-creation, 
in fact, of the whole man, incompatible with the 
law of cause and effect, and the principle underlying 
the creation of all things. Our faith, while not 
perhaps so comforting to the sinner, is more philo- 
sophical, — in other words, more in accordance with 
Supreme Justice and Wisdom. No man's death-bed 
repentance can wipe out a bad Karma, nor make a 
good one; but it would doubtless go a long way 
toward the end aimed at in a future incarnation, 
since there is no hope of heaven except by purifi- 
cation of life and heart, which it may require many 
incarnations to accomplish. 

"So you see. Miss Whitney, how unjust it is to 
term Buddhism a ^heathenish superstition' which 
debases mankind. On the contrary, it elevates man 
to the belief that through a pure ^(fhristian^ life only 
(if you prefer the term) can he ever hope to reach 
either Nirvana, or the Christian heaven. For that, 
and that alone^ life is given him, and no pardoning 

E)wer can change the law of cause and effect, 
uddhism has never founded inquisitions, has no 
damning prejudice against other faiths, nor has it 
ever persecuted other faiths, — its whole doctrine 
being entirely foreign to such a thought or to any 
effort to proselyte. 

" What you have said of the Buddhist faith seems 
elevating and reasonable; but do you think the 
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doctrines taught at your university, and what we 
hear from the pulpits, do justice to the teachings of 
our New Testment ? " 

"By no means,'* replied Kyn-Dhwen; *'the churches 
preach orthodoxy and creeds. They have wandered 
a long way from the simple teachings of Jesus. 
Christianity I respect, bigotry I despise." 

** But are you not to be a minister of the orthodox 
faith?" 

^'I shall certainly not promulgate the dogmas I 
have learned at the university. I shall return to 
India, study at greater length the religion of my 
people, and then decide what I shall preach. I came 
here to-day to set myself right in your eyes, and to 
ask you a few questions in reference to your own 
views. You seem to stand alone, apart as it were 
from the other people I meet here ; and from what I 
have learned of your life, your opinions, and your 
experiences, I think you must be totally different 
from those about you. I have been thus explicit in 
regard to my own convictions and my history in 
the hope that you would grant me the privilege of 
asking the same of you." 

Faith felt that she could not withhold her own 
history, since he had been so candid, though she 
disliked to speak of herself. " I am aware," she 
replied, "that I am somewhat different from other 
people. It is no fault of my own that I should be so, 
nor any merit that I can see. I suppose I was 
bom different. I cannot remember the time when I 
was not surrounded by forms or outlines of people^ 
real to me, but unseen by others. They converse 
with me, tell me things I never heard of before^ 
and at school they helped me in my studies, and 
thus enabled me frequently to solve problems and 
write compositions that otherwise I could not have 
done." 

Kyn-Dhwen gave rapt attention. Faith knew 
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that he had come for an explanation of her painting* 
and she continued, — 

"The portraits in my studio, for example, I 
painted from faces as they appeared before me. 
Although I have never had any lessons, I paint with 
ease and tolerable accuracy. The one of your 
mother is the exact likeness of a face I saw ; but I 
did not then know her name. She appeared a day 
or two after you were rescued from the water. 
I have always lived in the country, and have never 
heard of such things before. While I am very 
happy with my occupations and my invisible com- 
panions, I am shocked to know that the world 
thinks them so strange, and even wicked, for I am 
sure I cannot help what seems to be a gift of nature." 

Kyn-Dhwen caught every word. Her simple un- 
affected recital touched him, and at last he said, — 

" What you say about the painting does not 
Astonish me in the least. I had already arrived at 
a similar conclusion. But there is something further 
which I do not understand. How did you discover 
that Mr. Livingston and I were in the water the day 
you rescued us ? " 

" Why, I saw vou very plainly, and I saw that you 
were drowning ! ' 

"You were then on the bank of the lake near 
us?" 

" No indeed I I was far away in our meadow-field 
sitting under the trees in the tall grass, reading, out 
of sight of the lake altogether." 

" And yet you saw us drowning? " 

" Certainly ! As plain as I see you now. I did 
not know who you were; but I saw a vision — per- 
fectly pictured before my eyes — of two human beings 
struggling in the water and an overturned boat near 
them. f called my father and we ran to your 
assistance." 

There was another point which he was desirous to 
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hear her explain, but of which he could not speak, — 
how she came to give her breath, a part of her 
life : which to him had become such a powerful link 
between them, and of which she seemed quite un- 
conscious. But he only said, " I do not understand 
the power you possess, Miss Whitney, but evidently 
it comes fom a higher source. The time will come, I 
trust, when we shall comprehend more fully nature's 
laws and not denounce everything we do not under- 
stand. I have heard my father say that men could, 
by great puriiScation of life, attain occult power and 
control nature's forces which ordinary mortals can 
never do ; but you seem to have that power given 
you with your birth." 

" Of which I have never been conscious," replied 
Faith ; and changing the subject, she asked, ^' Have 
you ever told your friend, Mr. Livingston, of your 
religious views ? " 

" Once or twice I have essayed to do so ; but he 
seemed so horrified and showed such pity for me 
that I as often gave it up in despair." 

" Does he then believe all that his orthodox faith 
teaches?" 

" Most certainly. He considers it a sin to doubt a 
word of his catechism." 

** I am very sorry to hear that your friend takes 
such a superficial view of life and its teachings." 

" He is a thoroughly good fellow, and his religion 
is, with him, truly a matter of conscience. Nothing 
would rive him greater pleasure than to have me in 
sympathy with his faith. But I will not occupy any 
more of your time. Miss Whitney. I thank you for 
the confidence you have had the kindness to repose 
in me, and for the pleasure this visit has afforded 
me." 

As he rose to take his leave, she asked him, if he 
still intended to accompany Mr. Livingston to the 
Teeter Hollow meetings. 
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'* Oh, yes," he replied ; " I may derive some benefit 
from the experience. I shall certainly leam some- 
thing of human nature ; and, besides, I shall have the 
satisfaction of knowing in the future that in the 
audience there is one at least in whose valued 
opinion my views will not be considered entirely 
rank heresy. — Good-day, Miss Whitney ! " 

Faith felt more confidence in herself after this 
interview and greatly cheered in spirit. She could 
now return cheerfully to her work and perform her 
duty at the meetings with a feeling of sympathy, as 
well as sorrow, for the credulous people. But she 
still felt a depressing under-current of sadness when 
she refiected that tne intelligent, manly Livingston 
believed those narrow dogmas, and that his life-work 
was to teach and propagate them. 

''How can he be so blind? Why does he not 
listen to his Sinhalese friend? The ramparts of 
orthodoxy which hedge him in seem insurmount- 
able." 

Faith's resolution and her self-confidence were to 
be put to a still more severe test during the ensuing 
week. The presiding elder succeeded in stimulating 
the excitement of the meetings to its highest pitch. 
Men and women lost all control of themselves. 
They screamed, they shouted, they walked up and 
down the floor in a frenzy of overwrought feeling. 
Many of the more excitable sisters, becoming ex- 
hausted with the nervous tension, dropped upon 
their knees, or sank upon the floor unconscious. 

This, the elder apparently enjoyed, and rubbing 
his hands together shouted, "The power of the 
Spirit is upon you ! " 

Faith clung to her melodeon corner in fear. 
She felt that some one ought to interfere : for cer- 
tainly the people were losing their reason in this 
terrible excitement and strain. 

She was relieved, however, when the meetings 
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closed each evening to see the brethren and i 
recover so quickly and enjoy a half-hour of pL 
social intercourse. Then Gerald always flew 
side, and reluctantly left her when it was time 
home. His voice was very musical in her ei 
smile winning, his conversation bright, witt] 
agreeable, and his manner fascinating. It w{ 
remarkable therefore that she found herself thi 
of him every day and hearing his sweet tenor 
in her dreams every night. 

And Gerald also felt that in all his life h 
never been so strangely and so strongly dra' 
any one as to this simple young teacher, - 
mystery of so many weeks. 
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Friday night came again, and again Faith enjoyed 
the quiet and rest of her father's fireside. 

About two o'clock the next afternoon, as she sat 
in a comfortable arm-chair reading, and listening to 
the merry sleigh-bells as the cutters dashed rapidly 
by her window, she saw Gerald Livingston drive up 
to the door in a pretty turn-out and fasten his horses. 
She did not go to meet him as she had met Kyn- 
Dhwen a week before : for her heart beat violently 
and her hand trembled. 

Gerald entered, and greeting her with a friendly 
air of self-possession, which put her somewhat at ease, 
said gaily, " I have come. Miss Whitney, to see if 
you wouldn't like a sleigh-ride this bright day. You 
are so much confined through the week that I 
thought perhaps you would enjoy a little recreation 
in the open air." 

" I thank you very kindly, Mr. Livingston, for 
thinking of me," answered Faith. " I would indeed 
enjoy the air very much this lovely day. I will get 
my wraps immediately and not keep you waiting." 

In a few minutes she returned, — the picture of 
health and beauty. A warm shawl thrown grace- 
fully over her shoulders, and a fluffy " fascinator " 
about her throat, gave her in Gerald s eyes the dig- 
nity of a queen. 

"Are you sure you will be warm enough? This 
country air is quite deceiving." 
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** Oh, thank you," she replied ; " my cloak is very 
heavily lined, and I shall be quite warm, I am sure. 

The spirited horses were pawing the snow, shaking 
their silvery bells and snuffing the frosty air as they 
passed out, and the muffled melody fell sweetly upon 
Faith's ear as Gerald lifted her into the dainty, bright 
cutter, filled with soft fur robes. 

*'*' It would be impossible to be cold in such a nest 
as this," said she laughingly. 

He placed the furs carefully about her feet and 
shoulders, tucking them in as tenderly as if she were 
an infant ; and when she was snugly stowed, the 
space for him was limited enough. 

Grerald thought it quite sufficient, however, when, on 
springing lightly into the sleigh, he found himself 
brought all the closer to the side of his charming 
companion. 

He seized the lines, and the impatient animals 
darted down the road the moment they felt his 
tightening grasp. 

Swift over the yielding snow they glided, — now 
up, now down the smooth-trodden hills. The snow- 
diamonds glistened in the sunshine and sparkled over 
the meadows, which were now covered so deeply that 
the tops of the fence-posts were scarcely visible. 

Sleigh-rides are very sentimental enjoyments, 
when circumstances combine to favor such a develop- 
ment ; and the conditions now seemed to be decidedly 
in that direction. 

Gerald was happy, supremely so. He was seated 
by the side of one whom he passionately loved, and 
he felt able to defy the world in arms. Man does 
not begin to live, was his reflection, until he begins 
to love ! What are the trials of life with such a 
creature as this to share them ? ' He looked into 
Faith's radiant face, now heightened in color by the 
frosty air, and wanted to throw his protecting arms 
around her at once at all hazards, and tell her she 
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must be his, and kiss over and over again those 
blooming cheeks ! But Prudence with warning 
finger told him he must wait and gradually bring her 
mind to think of him. 

Faith also enjoyed a delicious sensation of happi- 
ness. She had never been alone in the company of 
a young man before ; and now Gerald Livingston — of 
all persons in the world ! — was close by her side. His 
warm breath came into her face, and she vaguely 
wished she might ride on thus forever, with the music 
of the sweet bells and with such an agreeable com- 
panion. Still, in spite of this feeling of sweet content 
which she experienced, there crept over her an inde- 
scribable sensation of regret, — a sense, as it were, of 
self-condemnation, — a feeling that she had no right 
to be there, that she ought not to encourage Gerald's 
attentions ; and she carefully guarded her conversa- 
tion lest she should betray her real feelings. 

Presently they came in sight of " Finn-Water," 
now a white frozen plain, in the midst of which rose 
gloomily the dark cedars of Tim's Island. They 
passed just opposite the spot where Faith and her 
father had rescued the two friends, when Gerald 
reined up his steeds. 

"Miss Whitney," said he gravely, "I shall ever 
regard this place as sacred : for it was here I first met 
you." 

Faith's only reply was her beating heart ! 

" You may not know that we searched the country 
up and down for weeks afterward to learn your 
name, and by a fortunate accident only we came 
upon you at last at Teeter Hollow." 

Faith was greatly embarrassed, but, to conceal her 
feelings, replied as carelessly as she could, " I am not 
very well acquainted about here." 

This reply did not turn Gerald's thoughts ; and 
he said instantly, " Miss Whitney, do you know why 
I have sought you so long, and why I am so happy,^ 
now that I have found you ? " 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EA8TWABD, 168 

The sequel to this sudden question flashed upon 
Faith's consciousness with painful reality. Yet she 
dare not remain silent, and therefore said, — 

" I suppose you felt grateful for my assistance in 
saving your life." 

" The life you saved, dear Miss Whitney, will be 
of little consequence to me or anybody else unless 
you continue to prolong and support it I " 

He was fast forgetting his previous resolution to 
bring her mind gradufuly to think of him. The 
precious present engrossed all his thoughts, and he 
continued in passionate yet tender tones, — 

" Faith, ray dear Faith ! why need I longer keep 
back the truth ? I love you with all the fervor of a 
man's first love. God only knows how deep, how 
powerful it is. Can you not, will you not reciprocate 
it, dear Faith? Do not say No!^ And as he said 
these passionate words, he laid his arm across the 
back of the cutter, almost touching her shoulders. 

While he was thus pouring out his heartfelt ex- 
pressions of love, Faith had remained silent, be- 
wildered and frightened ; but now that she felt his 
arm so near her, she started and exclaimed, — 

" Oh, Mr. Livingston, don't, please don't say any 
more ; indeed, I cannot bear it ! " 

A sudden faintness crept over Gerald. " She loves 
another," thought he as he withdrew his arm. 

"I beg your pardon, dear Miss Whitney, if my 
rashness has offended you, — your heart may bie 
already engaged." 

" No, Mr. Livingston, I have never loved." 

«««««««« 

Encouraged, and almost beside himself, by the ad- 
mission that he had no rival, he urged his suit anew. 
" Then why, dear Faith, will you not try to think of 
me, to lovo me ever so little ? Will you not be my 
wife ? Will you not let me hope ? " 

Faith had become very pale, and was now strug- 
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glin^ with contrary, powerful emotions, and she 
rephed slowly and sadly, "Mr. LivingstoD, it can 
never be ! I am sorry, very sorry you have spoken 
thus. It pains me to hear you speak of feelings which 
I cannot reciprocate. I can never be your wife! 
Think of it no more." 

Gerald, who was also by this time pale and agi- 
tated, replied pleadingly, " Why, dear Faith, oh, why 
can you not become my wife? How can you treat 
me so, without an explanation ? without allowing me 
to hope?" 

After a moment's thought, she replied slowly and 
deliberately, — 

" Mr. Livingston, I could never be the wife of a 
minister unless I felt myself entirely in sympathy 
with his religious belief." 

** Oh, is that all, dear Faith ? " he asked, greatly 
relieved ; " that can surely be arranged satisfactorily." 

" No, Mr. Livingston, it cannot be 1 Our lives lie as 
wide apart as the poles. You should never marry one 
who is not in sympathy with your religious views." 

"But, dear Miss Whitney, any little difference in 
our religious opinions could surely make no differ- 
ence in our happiness, — the heart alone should be 
consulted." 

"Our difference is not little, — it is vital. Your 
wife, Mr. Livingston, should be in full accord with 
you in your religious duties, — should work in entire 
harmony with you in sustaining and spreading your 
religious faith. This I could never do. In the en- 
deavor to aid you I would have to live a lie. I should 
be a stumbling block in your way." 

" You speak as if your religious convictions were 
settled, unchangeable. What are they?" 

" I have none, except such as experience and rea- 
son have taught me ; but no power on earth could 
make me believe the doctrines which have been 
taught you at the univeraity." 
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*• Dear Faith, if our religious views were the same, 
— could you not love me then ? " 

It required all the fortitude the poor girl could 
command to reply, and when she spoke again after a 
few moments' silence her voice was scarcely audible, 

" I cannot answer that question." 

Her tone reassured him, and he said, '* Let us drop 
the subject to-day, Miss Whitney; yon may think 
better of it another time." 

" It must be dropped forever, Mr. Livingston," 
was her response, sadly but firmly given. 

In the painfully awkward silenca which succeeded, 
they reached the house, where her father, waiting 
at the gate, lifted her from the cutter. She turned 
and gave her hand to Gerald, kindly saying, *'*' I must 
thank you very much for this pleasant ride, Mr. 
Livingston . Good-afternoon." 

He looked into those clear eyes for an instant as 
he held her hand, hut saw nothing/ 

On his return to the university, Gerald at once 
sought Kyn-Dhwen. 

" Hey, old boy, what's up now that you come to 
me at this hour of the day?" said Kyn-Dhwen with 
a friendly greeting. " I thought you were off skat- 
ing, or at some other folly." 

" No, my dear friend, I've not been skating," replied 
Gerald ; " I took Miss Whitney out for a sleigh-ride, 
and have just returned. That is the great folly I 
have committed." 

There was something in the tone and manner of 
Grerald that caused Kyn-Dhwen to look anxiously 
into his face. 

" Come, Livingston, sit down ; tell me what's up ? 
What's the matter ? Come, my boy ; there can't be 
anything wrong ? " 

Gerald threw himself into an opposite chair and 
sat for a moment in silence, with his face buried in 
his hands, — the image of despair. 
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'* Ah, my friend, all u wrong. All is wrong. She 
has refusea me 1 " 

Kyn-Dhwen was speechless I Gerald related the 
substance of his conversation with Faith, closing 
with, " Riaht or wrong^ my friend^ I'm a ruined man. 
No reasoning, no e£fort of mine, no lapse of time, can 
ever efiface her image from my heart." 

" My dear Gerald, don't talk so despairingly. It 
is a terrible blow, to be sure ; but disappointment 
should make us show our true metal, by bearing it 
patiently. Consider a moment! Has not Miss Whit- 
ney something to endure in all this? Is it not a 
terrible ordeal for a young girl to be suddenly 
called upon to decide between her heart and her 
conscience : for I am sure the loftiest motives alone 
influenced her." 

"No doubt, Kyn-Dhwen, it is a matter really of 
conscience with her as she views it ; but her lieart 
cannot be touched, otherwise a difference in religious 
belief would not separate us. — Oh, my dear unselfish 
friend, won't you help me ? She has confidence in 
ou, she will hear you. Won't you see her, and talk 
er out of that foolish notion that such a trifle as a 
difference in religious belief should separate hearts 
that love ? I cannot, will not give her up." 

"I promise you, my dear Livingston," said Kyn- 
Dhwen, his voice sinking to a tremulous whisper, 
" to do all I can for you, but on one condition only, — 
that you will not mope and lose your health if we 
fail." 

" I will bear all a man can bear," replied Gerald 
dejectedly. " It will be impossible for me to go to 
Teeter Hollow again, at least for a few days. It 
would upset nie completely in my present state of 
mind." 

They clasped hands silently, as heart spoke to 
heart ; and Gerald withdrew. 

" Ah," said Kyn-Dhwen after his departure, " poor 
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fellow I he thinks his lot hard to bear. That 
there can be no doubt. Yet, he can talk of h 
can have the sympathy of friends and their in 
in his behalf. And then, — has he not the 
assurance that he is not indifferent to her 
my fate I — What is my /o^? * * * Witl 
lips to love ! to worship 1 to adore I * * 
be bound by invisible chains I * * * To 
arated by an impassable chasm I " 
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If Gerald was unhappy and miserable after the 
sleigh-ride denouement, Faith was scarcely less so. 
It had been the rule of her life, her religion, never 
to wound the feelings of the most insignificant 
person, when in her power to prevent it. And now, 
in refusing the hand of Gerald Livingston whom she 
had come to esteem very highly, if not really to love, 
she had not only suffered a severe pang in her own 
sensitive heart, but at the same time realized that 
she was inflicting a great pain and mortification 
upon him. 

She thought over and over again all the conver- 
sation that had passed between them, and earnestly 
asked herself if she was justified in her own heart in 
the course she had pursued, and her conclusion was 
always the same. " I have done what I know to be 
right : any other course would have been a violation 
of my conscience." 

She determined therefore to efface the whole affair 
from her mind and to think of Gerald Livingston 
no more. 

She had not spoken to her parents of his proposal, 
believing it a matter to be settled first in her own 
lieart. She now felt it would be very awkward to 
meet him again at the school-house services, and there- 
fore asked her father if he could not come for her 
every evening and drive her over every morning for 
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a whUe. " For " said she, " I do not care to attend 
any more of the protracted meetings, and Julie Pil- 
beau can play the melodeon quite well enough." 

Whether Mr. Whitney divined the motive of his 
daughter in wishing to withdraw from the meetings, 
or thought she was inclined to rebel against the ser- 
vice exacted of her or the doctrines preached, was 
alike immaterial. Her wish was his law, and he will- 
ingly promised to drive her over and back every day. 

Sunday was a sad day for her. — She could neither 
read nor paint. She wandered about the house aim- 
lessly all day, standing for a long time at the front 
window watching the smooth cutters slip quietly 
by, filled with rosy faces and light hearts on their 
way to the village church. Very unhappy indeed 
was the young teacher. She thought the long day 
would never end and the hoped-for morrow come 
with its round of absorbing duties to bring her mind 
relief, if not forgetfulness. 

The morrow was cloudy and gloomy enough. 
Faith's head ached, and she was altogether dispirited, 
absent-minded and sick. Her mother, seeing her 
wretched state, endeavored to persuade her to fore- 
go her school for the day and remain at home ; but 
she declared she must do her duty at any sacrifice. 
Silently and sadly she rode by her father's side to 
Teeter Hollow, and, much against his judgment, was 
deposited at the school-house door. 

Mechanically she performed her duties, but when 
lunch-time came she could not taste the carefully 
prepared dainties which her mother had sent. An 
hour before the time for closing, while the pupils 
were all busy over their studies, a lull ensued, and 
she rested her faint and weary head upon her table. 
Instantly she dropped asleep, and through her tired 
brain passed rapidly, distorted visions of her Satur- 
day's sleigh-ride, mingled with peaceful scenes and 
pleasant rambles of early days. 
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The older children were closely occupied with 
their books and did not notice her ; but little Belle 
Coons, who gat near a window, looked into the yard 
and saw something that frightened her. Starting up 
she turned round in her seat and gazed at the teacher 
in evident alarm. 

The other children sitting neai*, seeing Belle's puz- 
zled look, peeped outside too, and whispering together, 
they turned about and looked curiously and anxiously 
at the teacher also. 

"What's the matter?" whispered Julie Pilbean, 
whose attention by this time was attracted to the 
strange looks and actions of the children. " Why," 
said Belle in an excited whisper, "just look out 
there in the yard I There's our teacher walking up 
and down the path, and here she is, too, asleep by 
the table!" 

" Yes ! " echoed the others ; " look, there she goes 
again I " 

Julie turned in the direction of the window, and, 
sure enough, there was a lady passing leisurely back 
and forth, along the smooth path trodden in the 
snow. 

Her dress was white ; but her step, her appearance, 
her form and the expression of her face were all the 
exact counterpart of Miss Whitney. 

She grew alarmed as she looked from the figure 
outside to the teacher within, who still remained 
with her head resting on the table, asleep, evidently 
unconscious of all that was transpiring around her. 

Tears stood in little Belle's eyes, and in her child- 
ish confidence that " teacher " could solve all prob- 
lems, she ran over to her desk and pulled her dress. 
" Say, Miss Whitney, be you sick ? * 

Faith started and looked confusedly about her a 
moment before she realized that she had been asleep. 
Then, rising up, she said kindly, " No, no, dear child, 
there is nothing the matter ; run to your seat" 
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She seemed so natural and cheerful that the little 
ones soon forgot their alarm and went about their 
lessons again. 

Julie, however, was not so easily calmed. She 
turned again to watch the strange counterpart out- 
side, but it had vanished. 

When school was out, Mr. Whitney was waiting 
at the door, and Faith, telling Julie again to take 
her place at the melodeon in the evening, was driven 
home. The little girls now gathered around Julie, 
asking her many questions about their ^^ double 
teacher "I "I wonder where she went to," said one. 
** Do you suppose Miss Whitney knows her ? Ain't 
it funny that she was just preciselv like her and had 
on the same dress too, onlv white I" 

** Yes," chimed in another ; " she was bareheaded 
too ! I wonder she didn't catch cold I " 

Julie listened to this chattering apparently uncon- 
cerned ; but all they said only deepened her con- 
viction of the mystery. "It couldn't have been 
imagination," she reasoned; "for several different 
children saw the same thing, and the strangest part of 
all was that as soon as Miss Whitney awoke, her sec- 
ond self disappeared and she knew nothing about it." 

At heart Julie was really glad that Faith had 
gone home, for she would have been afraid to sleep 
with her that night. "How terribly frightened I 
should be," said she, "if I were to see that figure 
parading around our bed while the teacher was 
asleep I I believe I'd really eo into spasms." 

She was so much agitated with these reflections 
that she did not notice that it was the presiding 
elder who opened the door for her on reaching 
home, until he asked brusquely, — 

"Why, Julie, where's your teacher, Miss Whit- 
ney?" 

"She has ffone home to-night," replied Julie, "and 
Fm to play tne melodeon th& evening." 
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The elder appeared much chagrined that Faith 
should thus absent herself from the meetings without 
notice to him, as she was bj far the ablest musican 
at the Hollow ; but nothing more was said on the 
subject until the family gathered around the supper 
table, when regrets were freely expressed at her 
absence, to which was added a hope that she was not 
ill. 

Mrs. Pilbean remarked in her motherly way, 
*' She's been kind o' droopy like, o' late ; I guess she 
ain't none of the strongest ! Did she complain on a 
fever, Julie?" 

" No," replied Julie, " she said nothing about being 
flick. But I think she ain't very well, for a very 
strange thing happened this afternoon." 

They all started and demanded in one breath, 
^^ What was it?" 

Julie thought best to tell the incident, for she 
knew the other girls would tell their parents as soon 
as they reached their homes ; besides, the family or 
the elaer might be able to explain it : she therefore 
detailed the affair just as it occurred. 

Every one dropped knife and fork in astonishment 
and gazed at each other. Then looking towards the 
elder, they awaited his opinion before expressing 
their own. 

His lips tightened, his face grew stern, and turn- 
ing towards Mr. Pilbean he demanded, — 

" Who is this teacher, brother Pilbean ? " 

" Why, she's the daughter of Solomon Whitney of 

Jansenville and niece oi Mr. Winchester of G ^," 

replied Mr. Pilbean, pleased to be able to give so 
much information, and he added, " She's the only 
schoolma'am who ever dared to tackle our school in 
winter." 

" What I " said the elder in great scorn. " Is it 
the daughter of Whitney, that unbeliever, that 
heretic V' 
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Mr. Pilbean started, and, taken &o suddenly aback, 
could not answer a word. 

The elder, seeing the terror he had inspired, 
followed up his inquiries in severe tones, — 

"Is she a church-member? Is she one of my 
converts ? Has she ever been on the anxious seat ? " 
To all which inquiries he could himself answer No ! 

At all these pointed questions, Mr. Pilbean sadly 
shook his head, although he had never troubled him- 
self about them before. 

Then, turning to Julie, the elder sternly demanded, 

" Does she ever pray or read the Bible in the 
school ; or does she ever teach the Ten Command- 
ments ? " 

Julie shook her head also, as a negative response. 

The elder pushed his well-filled plate wrathfuUy 
from him, raised his forefinger and shook it omi- 
nously in their faces before he broke the awful 
silence. 

" This brag teacher of yourn, then, is an infidel ; in 
other words, a instrument of the devil ! " 

His listeners now shuddered visibly, and tears 
stood in Julie's eyes. 

''I've noticed all along that this child o' Satan sat 
unmoved through all my sermons. When every one 
was callin' loudly on the Lord for help, she was a 
rock in the wilderness ! She was a iceberg ! She 
never sang a word of the hymns, and when the 
whole house was on their knees, she sat bolt upright. 

** Now that I know her father I'm not astonished. 
Tell me, brother Pilbean, do you consider such a 
person a fit teacher for your children ? " 

The poor trustee, stunned, horrified, alarmed, 
stammered out, "Why, Elder! you don't honestly 
believe that the devil has anything to do with thb 
young girl, Miss Whitney ? " 

"Don't I believe the devil is at the bottom of 
all this ? — Why, of course I do ; I'm sure of it 1 — I 
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know it, sir I — I know it I Haint I told you fre- 
quently that the devil is a wily critter ? 

"Why, thi9 messenger (for he often sends younff 
and pretty women as his messengers) has wormed 
herself into the good opinion of all the people in the 
Holler. She don't care a snap of her fiDger for all 
the preachers or churches, but is seeking all the time 
to deliver you over to Satan 1 What, in the name of 
all that is holy I did the children see walking in the 
garden but the devil in her shape, lying in wait to 
catch their young and innocent souls? And the 
elder looked defiantly round the table for an answer. 

This last was quite overwhelming to the Pilbean 
family, and Julie, partly through pity for Faith, and 
partly through fear that it might have been the 
devil sure enough, left the table sobbing hysterically. 
Mrs. Pilbean got up to soothe her daughter, but, in 
her efforts to do so, broke down herself and cried 
like a child. The other children began crying also, 
and the house was soon in an uproar. 

" Presidin' Elder, see here ! " exclaimed the father ; 
*^ this is gittin' serious. The women '11 all go stark 
mad!" 

"Not so mad as they will be if you keep that 
devil's imp in your neighborhood!" snapped the 
elder. 

Mr. Pilbean was now quite alarmed. — " Wife ! 
Julie ! " he cried, " don't take on so ! We ain't in no 
danger. The Lord's on our side yet I " 

" Come back and finish your supper I " suggested 
the elder in a milder voice, who, so far from relish- 
ing cold victuals, had commenced eating. "Come 
back, and I '11 tell you what to do ! " 

It was fully ten minutes before quiet was restored 
and the chairs a^in drawn anxiously up to the table. 

The elder spoke solemnly and slowly, — 

" My friends, my advice is that at the meetin' to- 
night the trustees draw up a letter dismissin' this 
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teacher 'fore any more damage is done. She won't 
be present and you can settle the hull business 'fore 
she gits back." 

This seemed quite a proper proceeding to Mr. Pil- 
bean, although he could not mention the name of 
the beloved teacher without a pang of remorse, for 
he had become attached to her ; still the welfare of 
the school and the church was paramount, and, with- 
out reasoning upon the matter, he accepted the elder's 
advice for the best. 

The evening meeting was very small. Faith was 
absent, Julie had a sick-headache, Kyn-Dhwen and 
Gerald did not come over, and even Bert Rising, 
who had become one of their most promising con- 
verts, was kept at home by a sick horse. 

The elder was either provoked because his supper 
was spoiled, or disappointed in the small attendance : 
at all events, he was gloomy, sour and tyrannical. 

As Julie had foreseen, the little girls had told their 
parents all about the apparition in the school-yard ; 
and that^ instead of the revival, was the all-absorbing 
topic of discussion amongst the excited people before 
the service began. 

Many and various were the theories put forth to 
account for it : some said it was a mistake of the chil- 
dren, others that it was some neighboring visitor ; but 
it was not until the presiding elder gave his astound- 
ing version, that they thought of it in the light in 
which he viewed it. In spite of his wholesale de- 
nunciation, several members essayed to speak of the 
teacher's good qualities, how she was beloved, and how 
her wonderful influence had improved the scholars. 

The presiding elder soon put an end to their " vac- 
illating sentimentalism, " as he called it, by exclaim- 
ing, *' Well 1 if you wish to place your children in the 
devil's jaws because he coaxes and flatters 'em, why, 
go ahead, and when you find their souls are lost, 
blame yourselves and not me ! " 
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Ilia settled the fate of the j)oor teacher, and when 
meetiDg was dismissed with the elder's earnest 
jev to God, that love^ charity 2^ii& forgiveness might 
•e generally abound among men, the following 
er was laid in a conspicuous place upon Faith's 
ie, directed to her : — 

Miss Whitney, — We, the undersigned Trustees 
I'eeter Hollow District School, find your influence 
r the children is pernicious. 
We can't allow the devil to loiter round our 
)ol-house in disguise, nor employ a teacher in 
;ue with him ; so, for the protection of our chil- 
1 'gainst the wiles of Satan, and to guard their 
ire salvation, we hereby dismiss you. Inclosed 
will find the balance due on your wages, $4.25. 

(Signed) ** J. Pilbban. 

**H. COONB." 
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PooB Faith, utterly unconscious of what was tran- 
spiring at the school-house, was at that moment at 
home endeavoring with all her power to force into 
forge tfulness the events of the past few days, and re- 
solving to devote herself in future more closely than 
ever to her little flock and their parents at Teeter 
Hollow.. 

She awoke bright and early the next morning, — 
anxious to test her good resolutions. It was only a 
few minutes past eight when she reached the school- 
house, where she found a bright fire and Bert Rising 
awaiting her. 

In the absence of Julie Pilbean, he was sweeping 
out the room. Flushed and astonished to see his 
teacher appear so early, he rushed across the road for 
Julie to come and relieve his awkwardness. 

Faith appeared not to notice his discomfiture. She 
waved a good-by out of the window to her father, 
and then hung up her wraps under the clock. " I 
should mope myself sick if I did not have something 
to do," were her thoughts when her eye fell upon the 
letter lying on her table. She quickly took it up 
and tore it open. 

«««««««« 

A noise like the fall of a heavy object startled Bert 
Rising, who had returned to the wood-shed. 
He ran in to find his beloved teacher lying upon 
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the floor in a swoon like one dead, her white face 
turned toward the door ! 

" Oh, Miss Whitney ! " he cried, and almost stag- 
gered to the prostrate figure. 

" Miss Whitney ! Oh, my teacher ! What is the 
matter ? " As no answer came he moaned, " My Grod, 
she is dead ! " 

Tenderly raising her, and half kneeling, with her 
head against his shoulder, he cried for help but no 
one heard him. He could not leave her; but intui- 
tively reaching with one hand for the water-bucket 
behind him, he dipped his large rough hand into the 
water and wet her forehead. She breathed, she sighed, 
her lips moved noiselessly, and she revived. 

Julie now opened the door. *' Here, Julie ! " said 
Bert in a hoarse, excited voice, " sit here and hold 
her head while I run for a doctor I " 

" No," came faintly from Faith's lips. " I shall be 
better presently. Don't get a doctor ; don't I " 

She raised her hand to her head, when the fatal 
letter fell at his feet. 

Picking it up, he was about to make way for Julie 
to take his place ; but seeing Faith feebly trying to 
rise, he lifted her in his strong arms and placed her 
in a chair. 

" Stay with her, Julie ; I will be back presently." 

Running out to the wood-shed, he took out the 
letter she had dropped, which he instinctively felt 
was the cause of her so suddenly fainting away. 
Sweeping his eye rapidly over it, he leaned for sup- 
port against one of the cobwebbed beams. He uttered 
not a word, but bit his lips until a drop of blood fell 
on the open paper. As it spread out and colored the 
white surface of the sheet, he crushed it in his tightly 
clenched hand, muttering, "Every drop in these 
veins would I gladly shed for that dear teacher." 
Then stufiSng the fatal missive into his pocket again, 
he ran across the street to Mr Pilbean's barn. 
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The cowardly trustee was standing in the door, 
and seeing Bert rushing toward him all hatless and 
coatless, he retreated quickly inside, for he felt mean 
and guilty. 

Bert hailed him before he could get out of sight, 
and although he believed Mr. Pilbean was mainly 
responsible for the gross outrage which had been per- 
petrated upon Miss Whitney, in discharging her for 
such a cause and by such an infamous letter, he had 
no time for epithets. He demanded of Mr. Pilbean his 
fastest team and cutter to drive Miss Whitney home. 

Much relieved that Bert said no more, he replied 
with alacrity, " Yes I yes ! certainly, with pleasure ; 
I will have them ready instantly I " 

When Bert re-entered the school-room, he found 
Faith and Julie talking sadly together. Julie had 
already told her, as mildly as she could, all that had 
taken place and the reason for the letter of dismissal. 

Faith, though calm, was very pale. Now that she 
understood the matter, and knew that it was no act 
of her own that brought about her dismissal, she be- 
came more composed. 

Julie lovingly wrapped her up for the long, cold 
ride, and before leading her to the cutter, that was 
now in waiting, threw her arms affectionately around 
her neck, and ki^ed her over and over again. Tears 
trickled down her face as she said, ^^ My dear, dear 
teacher, I shall never believe a word they may say 
against you ! I love you with my whole heart ! " 

Faith with difficulty controlled her own feelings, 
for she appreciated greatly the warm sympathy of her 
pupil. 

" Don't cry for me, dear Julie i Be a good girl and 
give your next teacher as much help as you have 
given me. Good-by I " 

She took her seat by the side of her stalwart pupil, 
who, wrapped in his shaggy overcoat, looked a man of 
twenty-five rather than a boy of nineteen. 
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They rode in silence for several minutes, Bert only 
inquiring if she were able to ride so fast. They were 
both too busy with their own thoughts to indulge in 
any idle conversation. 

Faith was returning to the home of her childhood 
with a feeling of anguish that she was usefully, 
socially, and professionally a failure. All the fond 
dreams of her early womanhood were dissipated, all 
her early ambitions blasted, aUd now, sad and de- 
jected, she was seeking a refuge under her father's 
roof, her future aimless, her life a blank. 

Bert, with his lips compressed and a burning fire 
glittering in his eye, was mentally cursing the 
church, the trustees of the school and the whole 
Hollow, and wondering how he could best serve his 
teacher and punish her enemies. 

The horse soon came to a walk, and he i*elaxed his 
hold upon the reins. * One moment he turned and 
looked into Faith's face, whose pallor even the frosty 
air had not relieved. Then, as if with a great effort 
controlling his words, he said slowly, "l^iss Whit- 
ney, this is a mighty outrage ! A damnable outrage ! " 

" Bert I " said she gently, " don't speak so I " 

** rU shout it from the very highest house-top in 
Teeter Hollow I I'll — 1 FU- 



gnei 

.1" 



" Don't be so violent, Bert, I implore you 1 " — lay- 
ing her hand upon his sleeve. "I firmly believe they 
have acted as they thought right." 

" But it's damnable ! " 

" Oh, Bert, don't use such wordi I " 

"Right or wrong, they shall undo it J They shall 
if I have to !'^ 

'* Dear Bert ! If you have any regard for your 
teacher, who always thought you one of her most 
promising pupils, and who hopes and believes you have 
a bright future before you, promise her you will never 
do anything rash, anything hasty or violent, anything 
unworthy of her or yourself." She took bis hand in 
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hers and said gently, ^^ For my sake, dear Bert, give 
me this promise ! " 

Poor Faith waited several seconds, watching the 
nervous twitching of the boy*s face under contending 
impulses, and with great difficulty controlled her own 
feelings, for she knew the poor boy's heart. 

At last he spoke in subdued tones, choking with 
tears and emotion, "Dear Miss Whitney, asE any- 
thing I For your sake I'll promise and keep it to the 
death I" 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Never in the history of Teeter Hollow had there 
len such a congregation as that which greeted the 
esiding elder on the evening following the dis- 
issal 01 the young and popular teacher. 
The story of the apparition spread far and wide 
iring the day, " kindling as it flew " with all the 
ual embellishments and exaggerations, and before 
ght a report was in circulation that his Satanic 
a.jesty appeared at midday disguised as a beautiful 
fung maiden walking round and round the school- 
>use, endeavoring to entice the children out to join 
r, failing to do which she finally rose up into the 
r and sailed away. 

Another one contradicting the first, asserted that 
appeared in person in his old well-known form, 
th horns, cloven feet, dragon tail and all, scorching 
,mes of fire spurting out of his eyes and nostrils, 
d without doubt he would have carried off every 
ild in the school under fifteen (especially the girls) 
d not the presiding elder fortunately arrived and 
th a tremendous prayer driven the enemy of man- 
Dd back to sheol again howling and roaring, the 
ise of which was heard for miles as he passed out 
sight. 

No event had ever occurred in Teeter Hollow to 
mpare with this or to excite the people to such a 
gree, unless it was the murder of a young girl 
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under very distressing circumstances forty years 
before by "old brute Pollak," for which he was 
hung at the Cross-roads Tavern, — a cross marking 
the spot to this day. 

Young and old crowded the house. The windows 
and doors were blocked, and the grounds about were 
filled with crowds of excited people. 

• ««««««« 

Gerald had told Kyn-Dhwen early in the afternoon 
that he intended to go over to the meeting that 
evening; for he felt that he must look upon that 
angel iace once more, though forever after it should 
be to him the face of a stranger. They knew noth- 
ing of the excitement, and Kyn-Dhwen proposed 
to accompany him. 

Bert Rising also determined to be present, bound 
and hampered as he felt himself to be by his promise 
to keep the peace. He had spent the day in listen- 
ing to the ridiculous and foolish gossip of the people, 
combating their prejudices and nursing his wrath; 
and before the house was quite filled he stalked in, 
cold and stern, and stood up in a distant corner. 

The ** presiding elder " opened with a hymn appro- 
priate to the occasion, which he drawled out with 
great unction, as if he felt in the words his justifi- 
cation, while the congregation sang the lines as he 
read them : — 

** ru wash my hands in innocence 
And round thine altar go.** 

When the first notes of the melodeon rose upon 
the hushed assembly, Gerald knew there was another's 
touch upon the instrument, and turning to look in 
that direction was astonished to find that Faith was 
nowhere to be seen, and that Miss Pilbean was occu- 
pying her place. 

" What does this mean ? " was the whispered ex- 
clamation of both young men, who were sitting side 
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by side. They had heard nothing of Faith's dis- 
missal nor of the affair of the preceding day. They 
could imagine no cause for her absence but sickness, 
and determined to inquire of Mrs. Pilbean the 
moment the service was over. 

The presiding elder now arose to make the open- 
ing prayer, and they were not long in learning the 
whole story from his lips. 

His heart was so full of the subject, and he felt so 
elated at the victory he had gained over the power 
of the evil one, that his prayer became eloquent, and 
he elaborated upon the account of the dismissal of 
the poor teacher, the emissary of Satan, through his 
efforts, with dramatic skill. 

As he dwelt upon the "obsession" of this beauti- 
ful young creature by the Prince of Evil, with the 
evident purpose of dragging down to perdition all 
those young souls in her charge, — the dear children 
of his hearers^ — he grew pathetic, and a tear squeezed 
out for effect glistened upon his sallow cheek. 

Sighs, sobs and groans responded from different 
parts of the house where the afflicted parents were 
sitting; but few, we fear, were uttered through sym- 
pathy for the poor persecuted teacher. 

The elder, having finished his prayer, called upon 
tlie brethren to assist in the service, and turning to 
Gerald invited him to speak ; but the latter only 
glowered upon him with an icy impenetrability and 
shook his head. 

At length some one in the rear of the room was 
heard to clear his throat preparatory to speaking, and 
the elder's face brightened again. 

All were now sitting in silent expectation when 
Bert Rising's deep voice fell like a crushing avalanche 
upon the quiet-like submission which up to this 
jnoment had prevailed throughout the assembly : — 

*' Men and women of Teeter Hollow I Where is 
your common-sense? where is your boasted religion? 
where are your hearts? 
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^^ You have turned away this young woman, the best 
teacher we ever had in Teeter Hollow, and as good 
a Christian as any one of you in this house ; and 
you call her a child of the devil ! 

" What teacher ever before controlled us thought- 
less, wayward bojrs of the Hollow with the simple 
power of love, and taught us to behave ourselves and 
have a fondness for study ! 

" Who ever before turned our hearts toward God, 
and taught us kindness and affection, the love of 
beauty in nature and the beauty of a better life ? 

" Is that the devil's work, I'd like to know ? 

"I tell you, men and women, you have been 
frightened into thinking you were doing a Christian 
duty by turning away this saint from the school; 
and I believe the wrong you have done will rest 
upon us all for many years to come I 

"Where are you going to find another such a 
teacher ? 

" And you, presiding elder, have been the cause of 
all this harm and this wrong to that innocent girl ! 

" You numbered me among your converts, and I 
thought you were a good and true man ; but it was 
not the power of your preaching so much as the 
example and teaching of that brave and pure woman 
you have condemned, that first influenced me to try 
and seek a better life. And now, what do you con- 
demn her for ? 

" Because another ministering angel, the reflection 
of herself, — and perhaps they all look alike, — was 
seen in the school-house yard while she was teaching 
within I Would to God we had more of them with 
us to raise the fallen and support the weak ! 

" Such influences as these don't come from the 
devil, presiding elder ; they come from heaven, and 
you have cast them away I I'm done with any 
church or people who, in their self-holiness, persecute 
a saint ! I will never enter your church again. I 
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mean to leave Teeter Hollow early to-morrow mom- 
iDg and seek a home in some other land I " 

Then, turning scornfully toward the elder, he put 
on his hat and strode out of the house. 

This terrible arraignment fell with a stupefying 
efifect on the whole congregation alike. 

The elder put his hand to his head and tried to 
reply, but language failed him. 

One of the brethren ventured a hiss ; but this only 
exploded the boys, who loudly applauded Bert Ris- 
ing. Then all — large and small — immediately 
jumped to their feet and ran out, regardless of all 
attempts of their elders and parents to restrain them, 
crying out, " Bully for Bert 1 Hurrah for Bert Rising ! 
Hurrah for the teacher ! " 

The older members tried to keep their seats and 
" sing down " the excitement, but in vain, — a g^en- 
eral movement to disperse began. 

Gerald and Kyn-Dhwen were indignant at the 
treatment Faith had received, and would gladly have 
spoken in her defence also, but they feared their 
efforts would be misconstrued by the ignorant people 
and thus more harm than good be done by anything 
they might say. They therefore wisely held their 
peace, but fully indorsed in their hearts every word 
the young hero had said. 

Without a word of farewell to any one they shook 
the 9now from their feet and quietly left Teeter 
Hollow. 

As they drove away the young " Teetere " were 
still making the air resound with cries for "Bert 
Rising," with an occasional " Hoorah for our teacher," 
showing the drift of young America's public opinion. 

Early the next morning Bert took an affectionate 
leave of his mother and young sisters, telling them 
to be of good heart, that he was going West to secure 
a better home for them, and comforting his mother 
with the assurance that the memory of her love and 
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the example of his dear teacher would ever remain 
in his heart and shield him from every evil thought. 

Amidst their tears and kisses he departed. 

Kyn-Dhwen called upon Miss Whitney at her 
home the next day, and found her not only willing- 
to see him, but much less disturbed than he had 
expected. 

"I felt sure you would come," said she ; "I wished 
particularly to talk with you." 

"Oh, I know it all!" he replied, supposing she 
intended to speak of her school troubles ; " we were 
over there last night." He then gave her a brief 
account of the meeting, and the impassioned defence 
made by her young champion, Bert Rising, which 
affected her deeply. 

" Mr. Livingston was with you, then, at the meet- 
ing?" 

" Yes, and he feels for you, very greatly." 

" I thank him for his sympathy, but he cannot 
help me." 

" Can I ? " said Kyn-Dhwen, remembering her 
words of welcome. 

" Oh, thank you ! I find myself much braver than 
I thought. It was not of my school troubles that I 
wished to speak to you to-day, but of myself. I do 
not understand the phenomenon which it is said the 
children witnessed. I am quite as much astonished 
as thev were, and I cannot blame their parents for 
their fears ; and the decision of the trustees, also, 
could hardly have been otherwise in view of their 
religious opinions. It is, of course, a great disap- 
pointment to me to be obliged to thus give up my 
dear school-children: for I had become very much 
attached to them, and was greatly interested in their 
mental and moral development. I was so depressed, 
such a feeling of despondency came over me after 
I returned home, that I was quite ill. But pardon 
me, I did not wish to entertain you with my school 
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matters, but I wished to ask you if you could explain 
this douile self^ — what it is and what it means." 

** Well, really. Miss Whitney," replied Kyn-Dhwen, 
*^I know but little about such phenomena, although I 
believe the subject is understood in India. I recollect 
having been told by my father that the soul had the 
power, under certain conditions, to leave this body and 
appear in an astral body, — a similar though intangible 
self^ passing from place to place at will with the veloc- 
ity of thought. He believed that all human beings 
possessed this astral body as they possess the natural 
body, but that few ever attained power in this life 
to disunite or separate the one from the other. I 
have always believed that the power of dissociating 
these two elements of human existence belonged 
-only to those who, by the rigid observance of absti- 
nence, deep meditation and the entire purification of 
the physical being, became able to control the fleshly 
covering. Such are called "Mahatmas" in India; 
nor was I aware that this power was ever attained 
by others. In your case the astral form seems not 
to have been of your own volition, nor were you con- 
scious of the separation." 

" No ! I was unconscious of all that transpired. I 
was asleep and dreamed of rambling in the woods 
and fields as in my childhood days. I had been 
much troubled in mind for some time previous, and on 
that day particularly was suffering severely from an 
unusual depression of mind. That may have brought 
about the ' catastrophe,,^ — as I suppose I must call it." 

" Not a * catastrophe^' by any means," replied Kyn- 
Dhwen, " except so far as the stupid people of Teeter 
Hollow have made it so by their blindness and in- 
tense ignorance. It is rather a Divine gift, which is 
vouchsafed to few upon earth, and which should 
have filled the souls of the people with love and 
admiration for you, rather than blind fear and 
bigoted hatred." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EASTWARD, 179 

" Well, with your permission we will postpone the 
further discussion of the subject," said Faith. 

" As you please. Do you remain at home ? " 

"For the present, yes. Yesterday I thought I 
must leave this place at once, and forever; but 
to-day I am more calm and brave, and feel quite 
contented here ; but I have no plans as yet for the 
future." 

" I think your perfect innocence and purity of 
heart will sustain you." 

"You are very kind indeed to say so. How 
strange it seems that you, whom the Church brought 
here to be taught our higher doctrines of Christianity 
and converted from heathenism, should be my spirit- 
ual guide and comforter in affliction, and nearer to 
me than any of my Christian friends I " 

Kyn-Dhwen. folded his hands an instant, and the 
light which came into his eyes seemed divine as he 
replied, — 

** Miss Whitney, it is the greatest desire of my life 
to be able to bring comfort to my fellow-beings and 
to realize the brotherhood of all mankind. But all 
mankind are groping alike in the dark with few 
scattered rays of light to guide them. It is our duty 
therefore to be charitable to all, — even to the be- 
nighted residents of Teeter Hollow." 

" I appreciate all you say," she replied, " and am 
convinced this sublime charity for the sins and errors 
of mankind, this liberality of thought, and belief in 
the brotherhood of all men, are the true sentiments 
of Christ expressed in his parables. Under the in- 
fluence of the more spiritualistic minds of the East 
there will yet be developed a higher and purer spir- 
itual and more loving faith which will draw all men 
unto it, call it by what name you may." 

Kyn-Dhwen rose to leave, and, taking Faith's hand 
tenderly in his own, said, "Miss Whitney, do not 
feel discouraged. The heavenly seeds of love and 
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purity which you have been the means of scattering 
over the fresh young soil of Teeter Hollow will ger- 
minate and take root, no matter how far ignorant 
and unskilful gardners may try to choke their 

Srowth. The stoniest soil cannot resist such in- 
uenceS) such genial sunlight ; and flower and fruit 
must bless the effort of the unconscious sower." 

" Poor Kyn-Dhwen !" said Faith after his departure. 
" What a beautiful and unselfish character ! In all 
my distr-ess I have not suffered as he has. I have my 
dear family ties of love and friendship, while he is 
without friends, — an orphan amongst strangers, with 
hardlv a single soul in sympathy with him. 

" If all Sinhalese are like him, it cannot require a 
very great advance to reach the sanctity of the ^ Ma- 
hatmas' of whom he speaks. Life to him means the 
highest development of truth, — Divine Truth, — 
words but little understood, and least, perhaps, by 
those who assume to know them best. 

** O Kyn-Dhwen ! Whilst they are striving to im- 

Eress you with their narrow views of Christianity, 
ow far have you advanced beyond them, in all those 
higher spiritual attainments of self-renunciation and 
spiritual aspiration I " 

And yet Faith dreamed not of his greatest abnega- 
tion, — the renunciation of that hopeless love which 
filled his soul. 

Her thoughts now turned naturally to her lover, 
Gerald, his bosom friend ; and she sighed audibly as 
his name crossed her lips. ^^ So far to go, so much to 
learn. Oh, it can never be ! It can never be I '* 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XXL 

Gerald lay stretched upon his friend's bed await- 
ing his return. He was pale, nervous and worn, 
from the intense strain of the past evening and the 
sleepless night which followed. 

He started at every sound, — dreading, yet anxious 
for, the return of his friend with the news he would 
bring. His heart said, '' On whom should the duty 
devolve, in this hour of aflliction, to offer to Miss 
Whitney the consolation and sympathy of friendship, 
if not on me ? Yet I dare not attempt it." 

"Bearing up nobly, my dear Gerald," exclaimed 
Kyn-Dhwen as he came in with hopeful tidings. 
"Bearing her troubles like the angel she is, with a 
remarkable buoyancy of spirit, — her greatest lament 
being, that she can no longer continue to do good to 
her little Hock." 

Gerald started up in an instant. ^^I must see her. 
She must understand me. Such devotion, such 
purity of sentiment, such a heart, cannot be indiffer- 
ent to my suffering. Tell me, Kyn-Dhwen, will she 
see me ? Is there any hope ? " 

Full of pity, full of sorrow, Kyn-Dhwen answered, 
"Yes, Gerald, I am sure she will see you. But I 
cannot give you hope." 

" Enough, I must see her ! " And he rapidly passed 
his friend in the doorway. 

Gerald scarcely knew what to say when, an hour 
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later, Faith opened the door for him to enter. She 
had seen him approaching the house and was striving 
hard to keep her beating heart still. 

There was so much he longed to say, so much he 
longed to hear, and there seemed so little time in 
which to speak or hear, — that for a minute he sat 
overcome and speechless. At last he recovered him- 
self and spoke passionately, — 

" My dear Miss Whitney, I have not come to make 
a formal call and to say that I do not believe a word 
that has been uttered against you, but to assure you 
of my continued esteem, my devotion, my love I I 
know you to be influenced by a rare purity and 
singleness of purpose. That others censure you is to 
me as the idle wind. I believe in you, and I wish now 
to sustain you in the face of all the world. I love 
you, my dear Miss Whitney, as I have ever loved you, 
fervently and devotedly, and I come to ask you again, 
earnestly, to take me for your husband. Will you 
not be my wife, dear Faith, and allow my strong 
arm to support you amidst any and all the persecu- 
tions of life ? Will you not let me place you before 
the world in your true and noble character ? Could 
you not be happy with me, dear Faith?" 

Poor Faith looked sadly at him as he uttered this 
impassioned appeal. The answer which she felt her- 
self impelled to make sent a thrill of anguish to her 
heart and brought a flood of tears. 

" Mr. Livingston," she at last found words to say, 
" I ought to be the happiest woman in the world, to 
inspire such unselfish, noble love ; but, oh, my dear 
friend, I am the most miserable. If I could not be 
your wife under happier auspices, how impossible is 
it now, with a reproach resting upon my name ? — Gk), 
Gerald," she sobbed, " for both our sakes I Gro ! we 
must part forever I But through all my solitary life 
there will always remain the silent, proud memory 
of this moment to support me I " 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EASTWARD. 18S 

Gerald bent over the weepine woman he so deeply 
loved, iu solemn reverence, and kissed her forehead 
as he would kiss a sister, while she uttered those 
words which must forever separate their lives, and in 
that moment he realized the powerful love which also 
agitated her own heart. Then it was he respected, if 
he could not analyze, the motive which influenced 
her pure and proud spirit I 

Mrs. Whitney entered the room as he passed out 
and found her daughter in tears. 

Alas, how suddenly eome the changes of human 
life ! Soon it became the duty of the daughter to 
support the sinking mother ! 

A messenger arrived on horseback a few minutes 
after the departure of Gerald, bringing the afflict- 
ing news that Mr. Winchester, in attempting to cross 
a railroad track near his home, had been instantly 
killed. 

Poor Faith now had need of all her fortitude. 

With her rare presence of mind and her father's 
ready assistance, — for her mother was helpless, — 
preparations for their departure were at once ar- 
ranged, and long before sunset they were all at the 
village of G . 

The death of Mr. Winchester was instantaneous 
and the shock to Aunt Patience a terrible one. 

They were without children, and for thirty years 
had lived happily together, — until each had become 
necessary to the other's existence. She bore herself 
with great self-control under the awful bereavement, 
— like the wise and brave woman she was, — and 
fulfilled all the duties devolving upon her in this 
sudden and solemn crisis, with a quiet, automatic 
regularity and exactness, with the aid of Faith and 
her mother, as if unconscious of her great loss. Some 
thought her callous ; but those who knew her dear 
sympathetic heart knew that she was under a powerful 
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nervous strain, that, when all the duties were orer 
and the relapse came, t&ight prove fatal to her also. 

" Oh," she said to her sister the evening of their 
arrival ; " how much more poignant, how much more 
distressing seems death when our beloved ones are 
taken from us without a word, a pressure of the 
hand, a look of affection, a last expression of trust in 
our Heavenly Father and a hope of meeting beyond 
the grave ! Nothing is left us but memory ana the 
sense of an awful void in the heart." 

Faith forgot herself and her petty troubles in the 
presence of this overwhelming sorrow, — a sorrow 
keen to her: for, next to father and mother, her 
uncle was the most beloved friend on earth. 

Mr. and Mrs. Whitney returned home after the 
interment in the village cemetery; but Faith re- 
mained with her aunt, who had broken down com- 
pletely, and was now in the hands of her physicians. 

Mr. Winchester's affairs were not difficult to settle. 
Outside of his home property his estate consisted of 
safe investments. There was also a heavy insurance 
upon his life, which he had carried for many years. 
This was at once paid over to his widow. Except 
a modest legacy to Faith, everything passed to Mrs. 
Winchester by will. 

It was several weeks after the death of her hus- 
band before Mrs. Winchester recovered from the 
severe nervous prostration which followed the terri- 
ble shock, and fully realized her great loss. She was 
so much broken in health and her spirits so much 
depressed that at a council of physicians her condi- 
tion was pronounced serious, and a change of air and 
scene deemed urgently necessary to preserve her life. 

With much difl&culty she was brought to listen to 
this advice. 

" What! leave the home of my widowhood, of my 
life," she replied, weeping bitterly, " around which 
cluster all the memories of my once happy days ? " 
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'"It is because of these associations, my dear 
madam, that you must go," replied the doctor em- 
phatically. 

" But where, doctor, where can I go ? " 

"Anywhere, madam. Across the ocean, — where 
change of scene, of air, of people, will divert your 
mind and enable you to return to us a restored and 
sensible woman, to be the joy and delight of your 
friends for many years to come. And you. Miss 
Whitney, should accompany her by all means, if it 
be possible for you to leave home." 

And so it was arranged. 

Mrs. Whitney came over to get the travellers 
ready, while Mr. Whitney made all the financial 
arrangements; and in a week Faith and her aunt 
parted with their friends on the pier at New York, 
and left on one of the mammoth iron steamers bound 
for England. 

As the huge ship moved slowly out of the harbor 
and they stood gazing sadly back to the home they 
were leaving, an incoming vessel, dark, dingy and 
weather-beaten, passed close by them. 

Their attention was first attracted to the strange 
and uncouth appearance of the vessel and the pas- 
sengers who crowded her decks. On looking at the 
flag flying at the top of her foremast they saw the 
word ** Indra " thereon, and then Faith knew it must 
be the ship that Kyn-Dhwen expected would bring the 
precious mementoes of his dear mother '' Hai-Sai." 
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The ship Indra, as Faith had surmised, brought 
Kyn-Dhwen his packages from home, and brought 
also a fair Sinhalese girl, sent to the stem climate of 
America in response to the letter from the professors 
written some months before. 

" Uhl-Wah " * — for such was the soft, musical 
name of the girl — was the most available one in 
the schools of Ceylon who could be persuaded to 
leave her friends and home. 

The letter which Dr. Moonson sent by her to the 
faculty was not a very encouraging one : — 

" You must bear in mind," said he, " that our min- 
istrations here are confined for the most part to the 
lower classes or castes. One, ignorant of the social 
customs of India, would find it difficult to compre- 
hend the extent to which ^ caste ' influences and con- 
trols the entire community. It is rarely the case 
that we make conveits from the higher classes or 
castes, even of the males (the females being almost 
impossible to reach). Indeed the converts we have 
heretofore made from the low castes are so shunned 
and ostracized after embracing Christianity that 
they can hardly gain a livelihood and are often 
obliged to depend upon us for support for a long 
time after their conversion. 

♦Pronounced Ool-Wah. 
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** As we are much cramped for money, we think it 
best in the future to confine our labors to the lowest 
strata of society, and no longer be responsible for 
their material support. Fortunately the boys we 
have sent to America will be forgotten by the castes 
to which they belong on their return, and will be in 
a measure independent of them. 

" Uhl-Wah, whom we send you, is an orphan that 
we have had in our schools for six or eight years. 
She is a sweet girl, with a sunny temper, but a little 
headstrong in disposition, and at times impetuous. 
She needs wise, steady management ; for although 
she seems a woman of twenty, she is really but six- 
teen. Girls here, you know, are passes at twenty -five 
and marry between the ages of twelve and sixteen. 
We shall observe with much interest the result of 
this new departure." 

Uhl-Wah was at first much elated at the thought 
of going to America. Travel to her meant advent- 
ure, and her vivid imagination, stimulated by read- 
ing, was ready to suggest the most fanciful pictures. 
Then the wonderful preparation for her journey 
thrilled her with delight. All the missionaries' wives 
were interested in "fitting her out." It reminded 
them of the time when their own dainty wardrobes 
were put in readiness for some happy occasion, — 
perhaps of the time when they too left home and 
country to sacrifice themselves for the good of others. 

Uhl-Wah, who had only been accustomed to the 
simple, loose clothing of Ceylon, now found herself 
about to be dressed throughout in new, mysterious 
garments. She watched the process of mantua-mak- 
ing with wide-eyed wonder, and when her supple 
form was encased for the first time in a corset, her 
joy knew no bounds. She was now like those superior 
beings, her teachers, and she felt herself, indeed, a 
woman of position, of high caste. When her little 
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trunk was declared ready, it was filled with a rare 
assortment of the cast-off dresses of the lady missiou- 
aries, that had been tightened or loosened as re- 
quired, each one representing a fashion of its own. 

In the opinion of this simple Sinhalese girl, who 
knew nothing of the Western World, its styles or its 
fashions, she possessed a wardrobe of exquisite 
beauty ; and her feminine heart swelled with pride 
when bits of ribbon or scraps of lace were gathered 
together and added to the collection. 

The voyage to America was full of interest to her, 
and she was neither seasick nor homesick. She was 
never lonely, being in charge of a missionary lady, 
who, broken in health, was returning to her native 
land to recuperate if possible her shattered constitu- 
tion. 

On arrival she was placed at once in Professor 
Savoir's school, where she soon became homesick 
enough. She cried, begged piteously to be taken 
back, and declared she wished to die. 

It was no wonder the poor homeless orphan was 
sick and miserable. Everything was so different from 
her dear Oriental home. She could not relish the 
food, and the pale, stiff girls of the school were so 
cold that her warm, affectionate heart yearned for 
the Sinhalese companions she had left behind. 

Snow was never seen in sunny Ceylon, and here in 
the early March it was lying in heavy drifts every- 
where, and she asked in her innocence, if this were 
not the North Pole, where ice and snow never melted. 

But Uhl-Wah was young and strong, and soon re- 
covered from the few weeKs of sorrow and weeping 
to feel more keenly alive to the duties and pleasures 
of her new surroundings. 

The young ladies of the school also began to mani- 
fest a profound pity for this strange, tropical flower 
transplanted in mid-winter to the cold North, and 
sympathy ripened into admiration and affection. 
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Her sweet quaint ways, her voice with its soft, 
musical accent like the rippling of water-brooks, soon 
won their susceptible hearts, and they declared her 
** 80 beautiful, and so unlike any one they had ever 
seen.'* They copied her coquettish manner; they 
even adopted some of the original styles of dresses 
she brought over with her, and many a slender Miss 
tried by artificial means to give her delicate form that 
voluptuous development which rendered the Sinha- 
lese maid so captivating. 

Her features were regular, and the warm tinge in 
her complexion only added to her beauty, while her 
dark eyes were full of that deep, fascinating mystery 
which distinguishes the Eastern nations from all 
others. Every eflfort she made to copy the peculiar- 
ities of her new associates only enhanced her own 
charming individuality. 

The professors in the university were more than 
satisfied with their importation, they were elated, 
and only regretted there were not more of them. 
They were hopeful of good results, and lost no time 
in making known to the young Sinhalese students 
that a young lady of their own nationality had arrived 
among them. 

At Professor Savoir's next soiree in the seminary 
parlors, not only were the young Sinhalese boys 
eager to attend, but the other students also were de- 
sirous to see this rare Eastern exotic of whom they 
had heard such flattering descriptions. 

This first reception which Uhl-Wah attended was, 
in her excited imagination, like a scene from fairy- 
tales. 

She appeared in a simple maroon dress of India. 
crSpe, very inexpensive in that country, but rare and 
unique in this. It was innocent of overskirt and 
trimming; but its soft folds fell about her classic 
figure Iflte the drapery of a Grecian statue, dimly 
concealing the graceful shoulders and swelling bosom. 
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Her long silken hair was plaited and dressed after 
the fashion of her own country, and the heavy coil 
formed a regal crown ornamented with a fluflFy white 
feather. 

When dressing, the seminary girls beheld her 
with enthusiastic admiration, exclaiming, " Oh, how 
lovely ! how original ! Why, Uhl-Wah ! you will 
eclipse us all to-night." And one impetuous girl 
threw her arms around her slender waist and kissed 
her cheek. 

Feminine vanity is not confined to American 
women. It has its place in all nations alike; and this 
young girl was no exception. She was beautiful, and 
she knew it. She had been told so, often in India, and 
now, with the indorsement and rapture of these 
American girls, her vanity was aroused and she 
thought herself incomparable ! Madame Savoir over- 
heard the girls* ecstasies and called to them somewhat 
dternly, — 

"Young ladies! do you wish to turn that poor 
girl's head with your silly flatteries and make her 
unhappy for life ? I have half a mind not to let her 
leave her room this evening." 

But the play could not go on without the chief 
actor, and Uhl-Wah descended at last to the parlors 
and was formally introduced to the guests. 

Her school-mates expected to see her much over- 
come when introduced to the Sinhalese students, and 
anticipated a return of her homesickness. They were 
greatly disappointed when she scarcely noticed her 
countrymen, so dazzled and absorbed was she by the 
music and the excitement of so many strange faces 
about her. 

The world was to her like a grand theatre in which 
she was an enthusiastic performer in the leading rdle. 

After all was ended and she had retired to rest, 
she thought over and over again the events of the 
brilliant spectacle, and dropped asleep, dreaming she 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



EASTTTABD. " 191 

was a beautiful Indian princess, with dresses of un- 
rivalled texture and jewels challenging the sun in 
brilliancy. 

In the morning, when she opened her eyes upon the 
stern reality of a desolate boarding-school chamber 
through whose frosted windows there came a biting 
wintry air, she uttered a faint cry of pain, and 
would have turned to sleep again to woo back the 
charming picture had not the rising-bell sounded at 
that moment. 

All day she was meditative and distracted. Her 
teachers "thought her bungling recitations the result 
of another attack of homesickness, but the poor girl 
was simply the victim of foolish vanity and a stim- 
ulated fancy. 

Kyn-Dhwen called upon her after the reception, 
hoping he might get some last message from his 
mother ; but received none. Thun-Gah, also, paid 
his respects; but, beyond these, no further attentions 
were paid to her by the Sinhalese students. 

This neglect of her countrymen greatly disap- 
pointed the professors, and they began to fear for 
the success of their scheme. 

Thun-Gah appeared to be following only too 
strictly the advice the president had given him 
some months before, ^Ho contemplate the mission 
the church had in view for him ; '' and he seemed 
disposed to withdraw from all society. 

He bore himself with dignity, made no confidants, 
asked no advice, but — silently, coldly, uncomplain- 
ingly — followed the duties exacted or expected of 
him. He showed no resentment nor any outward 
signs of grief at the loss of his betrothed " Milly," 
and so well was the secret of the attempted elope- 
ment kept that no one in the university, except the 
Erofessors, and none of the pupils in Professor 
avoir's school entertained the slightest suspicion 
of it. 
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The Savoirs, with their usual shrewdness, found 
no difl&culty in accounting for Milly's sudden depar- 
ture, to the young ladies of their school; and she 
herself, in her subsequent correspondence with her 
school friends, had too much pride ever to refer to 
the subject. 

She believed herself really in love with the Sin- 
halese when she promised to elope with him. * But it 
was a passion bom of conceit and vanity, coupled 
with a love of excitement, on her part, and was soon 
foigotten. 

roor Thun-Gah could not so easily forget. He 
could not so readily suppress his sensitive nature : 
for he had sincerely, warmly and passionately loved. 
But he had accepted the inevitable, and now felt 
that his heart was dead, that love in him was crushed 
forever 1 
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The intelligence of Faith's sudden departure fell 
upon both Gerald and Kyn-Dhwen with a like 
depressing effect. 

" I cannot tell why I feel this lack of ambition^ 
this depression," said Gerald when conversing with 
his friend some days afterwards. "I ought ta 
rejoice that Miss Whitney is removed from her 
disagreeable surroundings; and although she ha* 
told me that there is no hope for me in the future, 
yet the fact that the ocean is now between us makes 
me still more wretched. Do you know, Kyn-Dhwen, 
I believe when a man once truly loves and is disap- 
pointed, his heart never fully recovers from the blow. 
There are depths of feeling which no human sym- 
pathy can reach, no lapse oi time obliterate. I can 
readily understand how a man may, after such a 
shock, get on in the world, how he may achieve 
worldly success ; but the power to realize the high- 
est sentiment of the human soul is forever gone^ 
The skeleton has taken up his abode in the closet." 

Poor Kyn-Dhwen did not need this assurance of 
his friend to convince him of his own life-sorrow, 
the deeper, the more depressing, because of its- 
silence and hopelessness. 

With his mother's effects there had come to him, 
beside the few precious books which had belonged to 
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his father, a purse of gold in ancient, dingy, obsolete 
ooins, but readily convertible. 

His first impulse, on learning of Faith's departure 
and her final rejection of Gerald, was to convert this 
gold and' hasten after her. His heart whispered, 
" There may be hope ! She has already made me her 
confidant, why may she not after all accept me as a 
lover? I ought at least to make the trial. Her 
refusal could add nothing to my present wretched- 
ness." 

Tempting as were these suggestions, they were 
but hasty thoughts: for his sober reason, his feeling 
of brotherhood, his sincere friendship spoke to him 
with very different sentiments. 

'* What if, in a spirit of gratitude or of sacrifice, 
she should bestow her hand upon me ? Is not her 
heart Gerald's? I could only possess her respect, 
her friendship, and these I have already. It is but 
selfishness on my part. I could never accept happi- 
ness under any circumstances at the cost of another 
human being's misery, and in this case Gerald would 
not be the only one to suffer." 

These were trying complications for the young 
student, complications which required not only all 
his moral but his religious principles as well to sus- 
tain him. 

" No," he said at last. " My ' Karma ' shall never 
be tainted knowingly by a dishonorable action. 
The unavoidable mistakes of a worldly experience 
will make it bad enough, but never will I violate that 
sacred principle of my father's faith in universal 
human brotherhood." 

He turned from these reflections to examine his 
father's books which lay upon his table ; and if he 
had ever experienced doubts or misgivings as to the 
tendency of his religious thought, they were forever 
dispelled by a perusal of the " Bhagavad Gita," the 
*' Upanishads," and other sacred books of his people. 
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Twice he left his reading to call Gerald, that he 
might also share the wisdom, strength, and comfort, 
which these books brought him ; but his heart failed 
him and he went back, reeling that the time had not 
yet come. 

Week passed after week, and Kyn-Dhwen had at 
last determined upon his future. Under the influ- 
ence of the light which he had received through his 
Eastern literature, his mind was made up, and he 
determined that he could not, and ought not, remain 
at the university. 

He knew that the professors would solemnly de- 
nounce his course, but he continued steadfast in his 
determination and at once broke the news to Gerald. 

"I am prepared for anything," Gerald replied 
sadly. "If human life held any hope, any joy for 
me, I would go with you to India or to the ends of 
the earth. As it is, I must remain here to suffer, 
fail and — die." 

" Livingston I " said Kyn-Dhwen, somewhat earn- 
estly ; " never repeat those words again, they are 
unworthy of you. Life holds for you more, ay! 
vastly more than for me." 

And then, as if the thought of the future gave him 
pain, he added, almost in a whisper, — 

" It holds nothing for me ; nothing but ray duty." 

Gerald thought himself prepared for any dis- 
appointment since he had lost Faith, but he was 
mistaken. 

The terrible loneliness, the awful solitude in his 
life which would follow Kyn-Dhwen's departure 
began to dawn upon him as the time of separation 
approached. 

He had become such a changed man during the 
past year, and had lived so entirely in his friend's 
society that the other students were almost strangers 
to him. 

It was after one of his meditations of this gloomy 
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character that he received the following letter from 
the deacons in his father's church : — 

" Rev. Gerald Livingston. 

'* Dear Sir, — We understand that your duties at 
the university will soon be over, and you will then 
be ready for work. In order to forestall any other 
engagement, we write to invite you to the pulpit of 
the church where you received your first religious 
instruction. We need a minister thoroughly sound 
on doctrinal points, one who is ready at any moment 
to put his foot on all * isms,' and that is why we 
want you. We shall hope for a favorable answer at 
once." 

Gerald sat some moments with the letter open 
before him, without surprise or pleasure. He had 
often looked forward to a call like this, and pict- 
ured to himself his grand entrance into the old 
church at home with a lovely bride on his arm 
ready to cheer and support him. 

Everything was changed now. 

The woman he loved had refused him ; separated 
from him by the very church which he fondly hoped 
would have drawn them together. 

"Put my foot on all 'isms I' Then I must put 
under my feet Kyn-Dhwen with his Buddhism, and 
that other pure being for her Scepticism, — the only 
two noble, spiritual and truly Christian beings I have 
ever known. 

"And for what?" he asked himself. 

"To carry out the principles of the faith I pro- 
fess? 

" Never I " and he shuddered as the painful mem- 
ory of the last evening at Teeter Hollow passed 
through his mind. 

" There was an example of trampling upon ' isms.* 
And to what did it lead?" 
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Kyn-Dhwen entered at this moment, with a calm, 
dignified composure hard for Gerald to fathom. 

" A letter &om home ? I hope good news." 

" Yes ; " and he passed it to him. — « Read ! " 

" Shall you accept the call?" 

" I should do so without hesitation if I had never 
met you and Miss Whitney." 

"What have we to do with the matter, Gerald; 
neither of us would ever interfere with you in the 
least, Fm sure." 

" Unfortunately true. But it would then be my 
duty to interfere with you, which I could not do." 

" But, my dear friend, if your convictions are as 
strong as an orthodox minister's should be, it would 
be your duty, your pleasure to do so." 

" Don't be too hard upon me, my dear Kyn-Dhwen. 
Remember that all my human frailties are not yet 
subdued. That love, truth, charity, friendship are 
weaknesses which still cling to my heart. Alas ! I 
am afraid your doctrine of human brotherhood is 
overcoming me. 

" But really, my friend, I wish to have a serious talk 
with you. Don't be startled I It is not with a view 
to your more effectual conversion to orthodoxy, but 
to compare notes spiritual." 

Kyn-Dhwen took a seat. 

"It may have seemed to you," continued Gerald, 
** that either obstinacy or conceit on my part caused 
me to refrain for so long a time from talking freely 
with you on religious subjects. I have been closely 
studying your character, as doubtless you have mine, 
and only within a few days have I felt that I could 
speak to you on these matters with propriety." 

" Ask me anything, my dear friend I 

"Tell me, then, what support, what hope, what 
secret^ powerful faith it is, that makes you so patient, 
so trustful, so self-sacrificing? Tell me what lofty 
inspiration, what heavenly influence supports and 
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sustains Miss Whitney in all her trials? Tell me 
what is this abyss which separates our lives while 
our hearts beat in unison ? Tell me, O my friend, 
for I am ignorant! Help me, for I am weak and 
miserable ! ' 

" You credit me with far too many virtues, my 
dear Gerald. Like yourself I am very human, and 
the battles I have fought have been sorely contested. 
Thanks to my sustaining faith, every struggle grows 
easier." 

" Speak I — tell me of that faith 1 " 

" It is not very different from your own, Grerald, in 
many respects, but viewed from your standpoint it 
is as widely separated as day from night. 

" You deny to reason, judgment and even common- 
sense, the most remote influence in qualifying or 
shaping your belief. In my opinien they are para- 
mount and should have the freest scope. 

" Do you believe that outrage at Teeter Hollow 
could have taken place, if the most reasonable reason, 
the commonest common-sense had been allowed to 
influence those people? 

" Throw aside the prejudices of your early teach- 
ing and let us talk for a few minutes as reasonable 
men. You believe that God created the world and 
rules it in love and wisdom. Can you believe He 
would have allowed it to exist for thousands of years 
(not to say millions), with human beings multiply- 
ing and developing upon it, to give only a portion of 
them, in these Tatter days, the power to reach 
heaven; and, to the millions or billions who nev^r 
enjoyed the means of grace, an eternal hell of fire 
and eternal banishment from that heaven ? 

" He has given to every human being an innate 
sense of justice and truth. Is this sense not a part 
of Himself ? Can man use these powers with one 
judgment and God with another, — since from God 
Cometh all knowledge of justice and judgment? 
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Instinctively we feel that we must lead pure lives if 
good consequences are to follow. Yet you say pure 
fives are nothing without belief. A criminal on tho 
gallows cries, 'Lord, I believe!' — and swings to 
heaven ; while a saintly woman says, * I can be good, 
but cannot believe your doctrines,' and you brand 
her *an instrument of the devil, — a chila of hell T 
This is the belief of the Church, Gerald, and it is 
shallow, illogical and false ! No wonder Miss Whit- 
ney, with her keen sense of truth and error and her 
unsullied mind, could not join her hand with yours 
and go through life with a lie branded upon her 
forehead. 

" Christianity, my dear Gerald, has become but a 
name, — its essence, its vitality, its power have de- 
parted. You must go to the East, as of yore, to look 
for a regeneration or your faith, for the rising star of 
wisdom and truth. Withdraw your missionaries 
from Eastern lands. Let them raise up your idol 
worshippers at home by national, sensible efforts, and 
true Christian example, then the day-star will begin 
to dawn." 

" Do you think, then, Kyn-Dhwen, that the whole 
truth is to be found in Buddhism ? " 

" By no means ! Truth is love, and love is truth ! 
The love of man for his fellows is love for the 
Creator. That is Christianity and it is Buddhism. 
AH searchings, all speculations, all ^ beliefs ' not 
based upon this fundamental truth are but glimmer- 
ings of a farthing rushlight, making darkness more 
visible. A full comprehension of this truth and its 
application to the issues of our daily life can alone 
dispel the shadows that cloud the human mind, and 
lead it up to the temple of religious truth. 

"There are other doctrines in Buddhism, not 
found in Christianity, that contain, I think, the true 
philosophy of life and death. Such for example as 
* Karma' and ' Reincarnation.' 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



200 EASTWABD. 

"Karma — or, literally, action — is the record of 
one's earthly life. This record determines the con- 
dition of one's entrance into earthly life again. 

" Now, don't be horrified, my dear Grerald, at the 
thought of returning to earth again after having 
passed from it by what is termed death ! 

" It is really the only rational manner by which 
the inequalities of human existence can be accounted 
for and their results harmonized. Besides, a single 
existence on this earth is not long enough to accom- 
plish all one's ambitions, to fulfil all one's desires, 
and to perfect one's soul. This earth is but the 
beginning. 

" We must return to school again and s^^^hi) ^u^d 
take up our lessons where we leave them ofL 

" If our previous work has been well performed we 
shall resume life again under more favorable auspices ; 
but if we have wasted opportunities, or buried our 
talents in a napkin, our weary steps must be retrod- 
den and our Karma made anew. 

"This law of Karma is a fearful thing — *JL« we 
sow^ 80 shall we reap!^ From its retributive justice 
there can be no escape. 

"Our human lives are so interwoven together 
with the lives of our brothers that we must, to a 
great extent, rise or fall together. We are meshed 
in an intricate web, from wnich no personal, selfish 
efforts can entirely extricate us. Many incarnations, 
many years of struggle, therefore, may be necessary 
to bring our poor souls into the final state of harmony 
and spiritual perfection. 

" From the first inception of life, up to God — to 
Nirvana, is a long and complicate journey; but it is 
the journey which all humanity must make, the road 
which all must travel, each progressing according 
to his powers and opportunities." 

" Well, Kyn-Dhwen, this is all new and strange to 
me ; but I have long since determined to investigate 
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for myself these great human problems, and neither 
accept nor deny any man's theory without examina- 
tion. But will you tell me: how is the record of 
this life — this Karma — preserved? " 

** It is preserved in the spiritual character of each 
individual soul, indelibly stamped upon it ; and can 
be improved, or changed for the better, only by bet- 
ter living in another incarnation, — which is gra- 
ciously permitted that a better Karma may at last be 
established, and sin and misery abolished. It is also 
believed there is an invisible ether — an aura — 
surrounding us, on which is reflected or photo- 
graphed every thought, every action, every event 
of our earthly existence. This may be, and perhaps 
is, the " book of life " referred to in your Scriptures, 
in which every good or evil deed is said to be 
recorded. 

" This ether or astral light b invisible to mortal eye, 
save in rare cases; but many feel, at times, its silent 
impression, its mysterious influence, as if the sur- 
rounding air were permeated with the thoughts of 
other minds. I have myself felt, at times, when pass- 
injz through these silent haUs, as if my youth had 
leu me, and I was really but an aged tutor, with 
countless generations and countless pupils behind 
me. 

" What, then, are your views," asked Gerald, " in 
regard to the religious belief of the future ? " 

" I believe a more comprehensive understanding of 
the philosophy of Eastern faiths and a more intelli- 
gent conception of the Creator of men and worlds 
will idtimately bring mankind upon a more rational, 
solid and common plane of philosophical and religious 
thought, divested of bigotry, superstition and intoler- 
ance, and more in conformity with the advanced 
thought of the aee." 

•* Tell me of Aliss Whitney I What are her views ? " 

" She looks at the future life as you or I would if 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



202 EASTWABD, 

we had been reared without bias or religious training. 
She is highly spiritual, and I sometimes think the 
veil between the two worlds is lifted occasionally 
to her vision. I think such things are possible, and 
many poets I have often thought possessed such 
powers ; or it may be to their mental vision the veil 
becomes more transparent." 

** There is much wisdom and truth also, no doubt, 
Kyn-Dhwen, in all you have said. My mind was 
awakened to these thoughts by the treatment Miss 
Whitney received, and I have felt contemptible ever 
since. When this letter arrived, saying they de- 
pended upon me * to trample out all 'isms,' I realized 
how circumscribed was my position, — how difficult 
it would be for me to stand in a pulpit and advocate 
any such narrow dogmas. I am wretchedly unset- 
tled and unhappy." 

**I should censure myself very much, Grerald, if 
through anything I have ever said you should be 
drawn from a profession which gave you comfort or 
a restful hope. I should also feel very sorry if it were 
the unrequited love for Miss Whitney which influ- 
ences you. Radical changes in religious opinions 
must come from sincere conviction or one's own ex- 
periences ; otherwise we had better hug our errors, 
and like owls and bats shun the light and hang up in 
the dark." 

" Don't reproach yourself, my dear Kyn-Dhwen ; I 
freely acquit you of ever attempting to influence my 
religious opinions in the least. I must admit, how- 
ever, that your life and character, and what I have 
learned of your Eastern faith, as well as Miss Whit- 
ney's example, have had the effect to turn my 
thoughts inward and to awaken many heretofore 
slumbering doubts, and I solemnly ask myself upon 
what reasonable ground can I or any of my church 
claim to be better fitted for heaven than other men ? 
Alas! not any. Oh, Kyn-Dhwen ! if you could only 
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stay with me a while, now that we understand each 
other better ! " 

^' Impossible, my dear friend ; I must leave to-mor- 
pow in order to join the Italian steamer on which I 
go direct to Italy. I have long desired to visit that 
classic land, and I cannot put my dear father's legacy 
to a better use than to gratify so reasonable a wish ; 
especially as I can take that route on my way to 
India with little additional expense. I shall, how- 
ever spend some time in Italy, and not reach India 
for perhaps three or four months." 

" I rejoice with you," said Gerald, " in the pleasure 

fou will no doubt derive from your journey through 
talv. Your ripened mind will appreciate that 
cradle of genius, the study of whose literature and 
art has anorded you so much delight during past 
years. For myself, my dear ' Mentor,' I feel that I 
nave lived ages of experience in the last few months, 
and yet I seem to be as far from a fixed purpose as 
ever. I am the same vacillating boy that I was when 
I first came within these walls. 

^' That, my dear Gerald, is simply an admission of 
how much you have grown, how much you are 
growing. You have learned the first great lesson in 
the search for truth, — to doubt I No man ever 
climbed the hill of Truth until he had first crossed 
the valley of Doubt. After I am gone, open the box 
of papers I shall leave with you, and you may derive 
some consolation, some help from them. I have 
spent some weeks in preparing them for you." 

The parting between these young men was impres- 
sive and touching in the extreme. Each strove to 
conceal his emotion from the other, which only 
served to betray it the more ; and at last, unable to 
control themselves longer, they fell upon each other's 
necks and sobbed like children. 

President Dombrey was greatly distressed at Kyn- 
Dhwen's departure so near his graduation. He was 
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not insensible to his superior abilities, but had be- 
come conscious for some time that their grasp upon 
him was lost. He felt relieved somewhat when he 
learned that he would return at once to India, for he 
feared he might decide to remain in America, which 
was in violation of their rules. 

Kyn-Dhwen made a final call upon the Whitneys 
and bade them an afifectiouate farewell ; and, leaving 
his respects to be forwarded to Faith in their next 
letters, he was gone. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Foe the first few days on shipboard Mrs. Winches- 
ter was very sick. She attributed this, of course, to 
the "smell of oil on the machineiy, and the nasty 
tar upon the ropes, from which she could never 
escape for a moment." The very coffee she tried to 
drink and the food she dared not touch were per- 
meated with the nauseous odors. She had never 
been upon the sea before, and felt, as all novices do, 
that if the wretched ship would only stop a moment, 
until her stomach became quiet or she could get 
a breath of fresh air, all would be well again. But 
the "wretched ship" would do no such thing. It 
continued to battle with the waves and tumble from 
side to side and from end to end, regardless of con- 
sequences, and poor Mrs. Winchester spent a misera- 
ble week in bed, commiserating the passengers and 
dreading shipwreck in every roll. 

But all things have an end, even sea-sickness, and 
she was at last able to venture on deck in her reclin- 
ing chair. Then came the awful feeling of desola- 
tion on learning they were in mid-ocean, a thousand 
miles of water surrounding them and untold depths 
below, with only the sky above. The great ship 
seemed a presumptuous pigmy struggling for dear 
life in the hands of this great ocean giant. Some- 
times the giant was uproarious with storm and tem- 
pest, and then the poor invalid expected every 
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moment to sink beneath the overwhelming waves. 
Happily, the steady shaft kept boring away beneath 
the sea, never ceasing, never tiring. To Faith the 
screw was a constant wonder. It seemed a living 
thing, with its ceaseless devotion to a single duty. 

Pleasauter skies and more agreeable odors at 
length prevailed, and the sick were able to come on 
deck once more, to breathe the pure air and enjoy 
the amusing games in which the passengers engaged. 

Then Faith and her aunt would sit for hours and 
silently draw inspiration from the far-ofif clouds, or 
watch the vari-colored waves tumbling and rolling 
over each other like children gamboling in the hay- 
field, tossing up grass, like the spray above their 
heads. 

One night when they were indulging in sea reve- 
ries, Mrs. Winchester said she supposed every one 
experienced at sea, as she did, a feeling of the insig- 
nificance of humanity, with all its little passions, 
hopes and disappointments, — its fears, loves and 
hates, — when gazing over the great restless, bound- 
less, unfathomable water, o'er-canopied with the 
vast firmament of sparkling suns and shining sat- 
ellites. 

"Yes," responded Faith; "to use an Americanism, 
one feels * mighty small^^ and ready to repeat the 
words of the Psalmist : * What is man that thou art 
mindful of him ? and the son of man that thou visit- 
esthim?*" 

A steamship full of passengers is an epitome of 
the whole world, and this first experience of Faith 
afforded her an excellent opportunity to study human 
character in many of its phases. People from every- 
where, of every profession, and of every shade of 
thought and opinion make up the numerous house- 
hold — or shiphold. Lawyers, doctors, merchants, 
ministers, poor professors and poorer bondholders, 
ladies who . cultivate the intellect, and ladies who 
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cultivate, assiduously, everything else. Young and 
old, grave and gay, lively and severe, — all are here, 
to mingle for a time, " as mingle may," in one appar- 
ently happy family, leaving behind, as far as possible, 
their respective budgets oi care, their idiosyncrasies, 
their closet skeletons, and — perhaps — their debts. 

Among the usual evening entertainments in the 
cabin, the inevitable mock-trial interested them. A 
court was organized, a Chief Justice put in place, his 
caput ornamented with a lady's white furs for a 
"big-wig," and a sheep-skin rug arranged for the 
*' wool-sack," that His Honor might sit with ease as 
well as dignity. An extemporized sheriff was sent 
to arrest a gentleman, if found in his bailiwick, 
charged with the grave misdemeanor of "tumbling 
over in his berth, making the ship roll incessantly, 
and creating sea-sickness ; thus depriving the gentle- 
men of the charming society of the ladies, all against 
the peace and dignity of Her Majesty, the Queen of 
England, and Empress of the rest of the world," — 
the ship being a Cunarder. 

The able counsel for the prisoner made no denial 
of the offence; "fAaf, they knew, had been deter- 
mined a priori.^^ They proceeded to defend their 
client by denying any maritime criminality; claim- 
ing that his restlessness was caused by dining on 
^^ porpoise soup^ — it being a well-established physi- 
ological fact, that the food eaten controls and fixes, 
by an immutable law, the character and habits of the 
consumer : as the eamivora^ herbaceous animals^ etc. 
As the Lex necessitatis governs the ship, it follows 
that the passengers are obliged to partake of what- 
ever is served by the ship's cook, whether porpoise 
soup or whale steaky with all and singular the dire 
consequences — or starve. Indeed, they are fre- 

3uently inclined to give thanks that the cook's 
ishes are not composed of whalebone and shares 
teeth instead. Now the cook is a subordinate officer. 
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Hence, * Qui facit per alitimj facit per se.* The 
captain is clearly the party against whom this suit 
must lie, and not our innocent client, the poor suffer- 
ing and half-starved father of a numerous family !" 
— pointing to him where he stood, with a friend 
dressed up in female apparel as his wife, bearing in 
her fond arms four helpless rag babies, made from the 
pillows of the bed. 

The Chief Justice was evidently moved by the 
powerful argument of counsel, strengthened as it 
was by the presence of the afflicted family. 

After a short consultation with his associates, His 
Honor discharged the culprit with a few feeling 
remarks and a gentle admonition to ^' go and sin no 
more." Realizing, however, the necessity of guard- 
ing against such ^' heinous offences " in the future, he 
found the eloquent attorneys for the defence " guilty 
of false pretences " and fined them sundry bottles of 
champagne. The senior counsel, while meekly 
bowing to the high dictum of the learned Court, took 
occasion to remark, over a glass of " Clicquot,'' that 
" in this case it was quite evident Justice was not only 
blind but rfry." 

The white sea-gulls began to appear, giving signs 
of land, and soon the headlands of old Ireland were 
visible through the glasses. All were delighted, and 
the ladies declared they were ready to kiss every 
blarney stone in the kingdom of Brian Boroihme if 
the captain would only put them on shore. 

Travel was a novel experience for Mrs. Winchester 
as well as Faith. But the latter had read more upon 
the subject, was more worldly wise and quicker in 
conception, and it was evident that she must take the 
responsibility of planning their itinerary. 

The more Mrs. Winchester saw of life away from 
her little village, the more she realized the wise 
advice of her physicians, " not to bury herself in her 
sorrow." She saw around her an ever-struggling 
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world, borne down by toil, poverty and distress, or 
rolling along in pride, selfishness and conceit, and 
while she felt it was hard to be separated from those 
we love and to be left alone in our old age, yet she 
saw misery and distress were everywhere. " I have 
enjoyed," said she, " a long life of comparative happi- 
ness, and ought not to complain now at my painful 
experience, but be ready and willing to devote my 
remaining years to bearing others' burdens and minis^ 
tering to others' needs." 

Faith was delighted with England, though sorry 
to be unfavorably impressed with the English peo- 
ple. She had always looked on them as her kith and 
kin, and thought they ought to be proud of their en- 
terprising offshoot. She was therefore quite unpre- 
pared to hear them depreciate her country and speak 
of her pronunciation as that ^^ horrible American 
twang." 

They rode through the interior admiring the 
dainty farms divided by picturesque hedges, every 
inch under close cultivation, and wished that this 
industry and neatness could be transferred to the 
broad acres of their own expanded continent, which 
lay awaiting the true husbandman. 

London was the concentrated world. Its immen- 
sity, its moving masses, its ceaseless roar by night as 
bv day filled them with wonder and awe, while its 
churches, its historic places and its monuments made 
them proud of their common ancestry. From its 
massive bridges they watched the dingy Thames 
rolling its gloomy water to the sea, and hiding in its 
dark, mysterious bosom the secrets of past gener- 
ations. 

Scotland with its mountains and lakes renowned 
in song and story was full of interest ; but they 
could not help feeling the injustice of holding such 
large tracts of land as they saw uncultivated, to be 
used only as hunting grounds for the wealthy, while 
so many landless were suffering in poverty. 
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In the old cemetery at Stirling they found upon 
the stones their family name, which Aunt Patience 
oarefuUy copied, remarking: "How little interest 
Americans take in their genealogies. Many a child 
does not know the name of its own grandfather, and 
many are quite willing, if not anxious, to forget even 
their own parents." 

From the old castle walls they traced the localities 
of great historic events, and their imagination peopled 
the distant plain with the blue bonnets of Scotland, 
led by the heroic Wallace or the impetuous Bruce. 

The ruins of abbeys and cathedrals reminded them 
that the yearnings of mankind in all ages have been 
for a higher knowledge of the Infinite ; gauging their 
devotion and their hope of future reward by the mag- 
nitude and richness of the structures they reared. 
The broken walls are all that remain of those puerile 
ideas, — abiding testimonies, however, that God is not 
worshipped in "sincerity and truth" through the 
erection of temples of brick and mortar to His honor, 
but in the building up of His spiritual temple in the 
human heart. 

France was a surprise and a delight. The clear 
atmosphere and the deep-blue sky seemed as of 
Another world, contrasted with the smoke and gloom 
which they had left on the other side of the Channel. 

The manners of the people, too, were quite distinct. 
Here they were cheerful, polite and deferential, and 
Aunt Patience was wont to describe the French " as 
light, like their wines and desserts at dinner ; and the 
English, like their own grim roast beef and substan- 
tial pudding." 

Faith was delighted to find she could make such 
practical use of her French. She declared she must 
have heard the language spoken in childhood, as so 
many words came to her lips of which she had no 
recollection. 

Paris was a veritable Paradise. Its dazzling boule- 
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yards, its attractive shops, its elegant buildings were 
all in keeping with its well-dressed people. Every 
day seemed a holidav or a day of some great celebra- 
tion. Few appeared to worK, yet everything moved 
smoothly on. 

" One can scarcely realize," said she, " that these 
people have so recently passed through a terrible, 
war, and that many we meet are perhaps tlie widows 
or orphans of the slain. It seems incredible, too, that 
here on the ^PUuse de la Ccmcorde^ — the place of 
peace, — where we now stand, the guillotine should 
nave dripped for months with human blood, less than 
a century a^o. Yet such is France, — light-hearted, 
impetuous, forgetful." 
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Down through the beautiful Midi, following the 
swift and arrowy Rhone, they meet the rapidly ad- 
vancing spring, its balmy breath already sprinkling 
the fields with the gay coquelicot and carpeting the 
earth with emerald, while the distant Alps are still 
gleaming in snowy whiteness far down their sloping 
sides. 

From Nice they skim along the Riviera, beneath 
the Alpine spurs that here reach the Mediterranean. 
Sometimes they find themselves gazing down from an 
elevation of a thousand feet upon the blue water, 
dotted here and there with the lateen sails of quaint 
fishing boats, or, nearer, with gaily dressed yachts. 
Again the train dashes through tunnels and they 
emerge into strange old, walled towns, built upon 
the sea-shore by the pirates of the middle ages. 
Everywhere along the coast the road follows that 
built by Rome's great emperor, two thousand years 
before, when he invaded and occupied Gaul. 

At Genoa " La Superbay' the city of palaces, — 
claimed as the birthplace of Columbus, — our travel- 
lers rest for the night. They wander over her park- 
crowned heights and gaze westwardly across the 
moonlit sea, dreaming, as did the great discoverer 
four hundred years before, of the grand America 
beyond. 

At Pisa — once the capital of a flourishing republic^ 
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but now distinguished chiefly for its leaning tower 
and its charming Baptistery with strangely musical 
echoes — they stop an hour and walk reverently 
through its sacred Campo-Santo, filled with holy 
earth from Jerusalem, in which the bones of faithful 
devotees who have passed away rest so hopefully and 
peacefully. 

Thence on to Florence, where the world-famous 
galleries of art instruct and delight them; and to 
Milan, whose great white cathredral with its wonder- 
ful pinnacles and towers crowned with statues is 
beautifully compared by a recent writer to frozen 
music or an Alpine glacier. 

At Venice, like sea-birds on the water, our wan- 
derers find rest and fold their wings. Here Faith 
should have been at the summit of enjoyment: at 
the Mecca of all romantic young ladies, — "lovely 
Venice, the bride of the sea." 

But as the gondolas swept by her window on the 
Orand Canal, and the humming of strange barca- 
roles floated up to her ears, she sat with her head 
between her hands, sobbing as if her heart would 
break. In the midst of this strange city, surrounded 
by these romantic and fascinating scenes, her heart 
awoke, by a natural impulse, to thoughts of home, 
of friends, and of love I She longed for a com- 

Sanionship nearer than that of her aunt, — for some 
ear, sympathizing friend who could share her 
enjoyment and feel for her distress. Such an one 
would be Kyn-Dhwen. 

How much she would now appreciate his wise 
counsel, his intelligent criticism. 

The poor child did not know her own heart. 

She dared not think of Gerald and his sincere and 
earnest love. She had felt it her duty to put that 
love aside, and had done so, once and forever. It 
had been a bitter struggle, and now, travel, instead 
of distracting or relieving her mind, had only inten- 
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sified her misery by its very contrasts; and thus 
came the contradiction, as it were, that the more 
she enjoyed, the more she suffered. 

They rambled through the Palace of the Doges, 
oyer the Brid^ of Sighs, down into the deep prison 
dungeons, and into churches lined with costly mar- 
bles and statuary. In one of the churches they saw 
the Virgin carved in wood, seated on a throne of state. 
She was dressed up in pink satin with white lace 
overskirt, and decorated with tawdry jewels. Many 
poor Italian women were prostrating themselves be- 
fore this graven image, imploring protection from 
punishment for real or imaginary sins. 

** If this be not idol worship,'* exclaimed Faith, 
^^ in the name of all that is sensible in religion, what 
is?" — and she felt more than ever thankful that 
she had been left free to exercise her common-^ense 
in all such matters. 

Rome spoke to them of the past with a sorrow- 
ful, silent tongue. They saw the tall arches of 
her ancient, time-worn and broken aqueducts by 
moonlight, as they approached the city, stretching 
far away across the Campagna to the distant Alban 
Hills, and looking like colossal sentinels guarding the 
past. Faith with her active fancy had no difficulty 
in again peopling the crumbling palaces with high- 
born Roman dames and proud patiicians of the ages 
that are gone. ^^ What are these monuments," said 
she, ^^of a serai-barbarous age, built and cemented 
with the blood and suffering of a conquered world, 
but evidences of the vanity of earthly ambition, and 
the menace of great wrongs inflicted upon human- 
ity?" 

From the tyranny of proud ambition to the tyr- 
anny of a proud ecclesiasticism there is but a single 
step. Rome emerged from the former to fall an easy 
prey to the latter. 

Jostling aside the ruins of the past, St Peter's 
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arose, the grandest structure ever erected by man in 
the name of religion. This niighty temple, built by 
the money fraudulently wrung from the crime and 
ignorance of Europe through the sale of Indul- 
gences, now stands one of the wonders of the world. 
" With the coarsest avarice the emissaries of the popea 
drove their sordid traffic throughout the Catholic 
world. The offerings at their jubilees flowed in so 
rapidly that priests stood with rakes, like the crou- 
piers at a gaming table, sweeping the gold and silver 
from the altars ; for which the poor but devout donors, 
received the pardon of the pope and the assurance 
of eternal salvation.'* 



Naples, the most remarkable and attractive, and,, 
from its situation, perhaps one of the most beautiful 
of all the cities of Europe, formed the objective 
point of our travellers' southward journey. 

After a few days spent at the Hotel Vesuve, they 
went to Castel-a-mare, the ancient Stabiae, and secured 
lodgings at the Villa Belvidere, once a monastery, but 
now converted into a private Albergo. 

The situation of this villa is romantic and com- 
manding, the humble brothers of the monastic order 
rarely failing to select such for their quiet retreats. 
Standing upon a spur of " Mont St. Angelo," which 
rises to the height of five thousand feet behind it, the 
monastery enjoys a magnificent view of the bay with 
its curving shore to the city of Naples twelve miles 
distant. They selected for their chamber one of the 
ancient cloisters, whose huge, arched glass doors 
and windows opened upon a lofty stone terrace from 
which they could look down upon the buried cities 
of Pompeii and Herculaneum, or, far above them, at 
the awful Vesuvius, so often the cause of sudden 
calamity. The rolling column of smoke by day 
and the fiery glow of the crater by night constituted 
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the fascinating terror, as of old, toward which all 
eyes were constantly directed. 

Faith and her aunt sat for hours, at night, upon 
this romantic terrace, watching the angry flames 
suddenly flash up into the sky, scattering showers 
of sparks and blazing stones in pyrotechnic display, 
threatening the very heavens, then sinking down 
beneath an illuminated halo to gather a fresh 
impetus. 

Although several miles intervened between the 
monastery and the mountain, these sudden upheavals 
caused a wonderful illumination of the mountain 
peaks behind them, and for a moment one could read 
ordinary print. So deceptive, indeed, was the sud- 
den glare bursting upon the midnight gloom, that the 
volcano appeared to be close at hand, as if one might 
cast a stone into the crater. 

To their great annoyance, however, they found on 
retiring for the night that it was impossible to sleep. 
The alternate flashing of this weird light through 
their great windows, followed by pitchy darkness, 
kept up such an excitement that they could but 
watch it until the fiery glow gradually faded into 
dawn and at last mergea into the rising sunlight. 

" One can readily understand," said Faith, " how 
the ancients, with their mythological ideas, conceived 
these volcanoes to be the blast furnaces of Vulcan, 
in which were forged the thunderbolts of Jupiter. 
By a natural sequence they connected the volcanoes 
with the regions of Pluto, — the Inferno and the 
Stygian gloom. And so modern theology, with its 
hell of fire for those who oppose its dogmas, is but 
the aftermath of those ancient, crude conceptions." 

From their favorite terrace could be seen the val- 
ley of La-Cava spreading out before them, claimed 
to be the veritable birthplace of Salvator Rosa and 
Claude Lorraine. 

Salvator Rosa has been rarely, if ever, equalled in 
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his pictures of peasant and brigand life, and Claude 
is acknowledged to be ^'the Raphael of landscape 
painting," having produced the most marvellous ef- 
fects in the warm and soft tints of his Italian skies. 

It was quite plain to Faith that these unrivalled 
artists drew their inspiration at least from the sky, 
the sea and the air of this lovely valley, which was 
believed to be the favorite haunt of the nymphs and 
goddesses of classic fable. 

It was her habit to rise at daylight and, seating 
herself alone upon the terrace, indulge her poetic 
fancies and enjoy to the full* the lovely scene and 
breathe the spicy and delicious morning air. 

She declared she could almost see, in the dawning 
light, the fabled Aurora tripping up this Arcadian vale, 
" with breath all incense and with cheek all bloom," 
shaking the dew-drops from her pearly finger-tips. 

Above her, dominating over the scene, stood hoary 
old St. Angelo, with his head in the clouds, solemn, 
silent and grand, the bright-green slopes about his 
base glistening with myriad points, as if heaven had 
showered its stars upon the earth. 

She could see the white chateaux and towns which 
dotted the distant valley just rising into view, like 
white-winged messengers of peace, as they shone 
beneath the " opening eyelids of the morn." 

Then the monastery bells from the far opposing 
hill-tops rang out their delicious musical chants in 
response to each other ; reminding her of the ancient 
sun worship of Egjrpt, when, at the rising of Osiris, 
the whole nation joined in adoration, shouting and 
singing in chorus from every temple: "The Lord 
has risen ! Blessed be His Name ! '' 

The day moves on apace. It is high noon, and 
Faith again indulges in her meditations. 

The cattle are resting from their labors and quietly 
browsing the rich grasses by the roadside, while 
the toilers lie stretched upon the ground asleep. 
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All drop into the daily " siesta " at this hour, in 
field or shop, on the blistering deck or along the 
dusty highway. 

Even nature seems to share this drowsy repose. 

Old " Ves-bius " quietly snores, and breathes from 
his lazy throat the never-ceasing smoke, which floats 
quietly away, as if conscious of the hour. 

Woman, alone, is tireless, sleepless ! She spins, 
weaves, gossips, or guards her classic progeny, whilst 
her tired or lazy lord recuperates his energies. 

Faith called the attention of her aunt to the 
mountain women, carrying enormous burdens up and 
down the steep inclines; by reason of which they 
are low of stature, with huge legs and bent bodies. 

"Can we wonder," said Mrs. Winchester, "that 
deformity prevails to such an extent amongst this 
people as to shock the sensibilities of all who visit 
them, when such violations of the laws of nature pre- 
vail at the fountain head ? " 

"True," replied Faith; "but you know, aunt, 
women and donkeys are the cheapest beasts of bur- 
den in Italy." 

The monastery bells arouse the sleepers. The 
siesta is over. Work is again resumed, and the hum 
of busy toil floats up to the terrace where Faith and 
her aunt are seated. 

But soon the lengthening shadows and the con- 
certed braying of watchful donkeys from every 
direction announce the approach of the "ore repo9- 
armi^'' — the hour of rest. 

Labor is over. Men, women and donkeys plod 
their weary way homeward, the latter cropping the 
stray thistles that line the road and giving evidence 
of thankfulness in bursts of donkey music. The tired 
women gather sticks along the way with which to 
cook the evening meal, while the men and boys 
secure the scattered droppings of the animals for 
fertilization. 
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Drowsy Vesuvius, with smoke-turbaned head and 
eyes aflame, looks down complacently upon poor 
weary humanity, evidently feeling that the time has 
come for the world to retire and leave the silent 
night to him and his eternal torment. 

The next day Faith and her aunt rode to Sorrento, 
the classic Syrentum of the Greeks, near which lie 
the isles of the Sirens. The fragrance of the orange 
and lemon bloom came up over the high walls of the 
gardens, permeating the air with such a rich fra- 
grance that Faith declared they were unquestionably 
the gardens of the fabled Hesperides ; and she won- 
dered if the dreadful dragon with its hundred heads 
still guarded the fruit. 

Long and anxiously they gaze at fair Capri, the 
bluest of the isles, seen as through a gauze curtain. 
Like a giant it rises up out of the sea, a precip- 
tious rock with perpendicular sides, a thousand feet 
in height, defying the storm-tossed surges of the 
Mediterranean as they roll in threatening the harbor 
of Naples, and sternly commanding, "Thus far shalt 
thou come and no farther." Its great sea-clife are 
perforated upon the water level with many caves or 
grottos, of which the Grotto Azzura is perhaps the 
most remarkable. Refi*acted through the sea at its 
narrow entrance, the sun's rays produce within, a 
peculiar and magical eflfect, coloring the whole inte- 
rior with variegated and brilliant hues of silver, blue 
or azure, as the motion of the water outside changes 
the angles of light, while the points of mica overhead 
scintillate like so many brilliant stars. 

Faith was delighted to see this fairy and almost in- 
accessible island, once the summer retreat of a tyrant 
emperor. The ruined arches of his palaces remain 
the silent witnesses of history, around which cling 
many traditions of cruelty and lust. 

Twenty miles distant, dimly visible through the 
misty haze that rarely fails to envelop it, lies the 
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island of Ischia, the largest and iu many respects 
the most interesting of all the beautiful islands which 
protect the bay of Naples. Ischia is, in point of fact. 
Mount Epomeo, as this mountain rises from its 
centre, iu the form of a vast pyramid, to the height of 
three thousand feet. The islapd itself is twenty 
miles in circumference, and forms a vast plinth upon 
which the huge mountain column rests. 

This island, the Inareme of the Greeks, was oc- 
cupied by them long before the Christian era, and was 
in early days an active volcano. The Greeks brought 
with them all their mythological vagaries, peopling it 
as well as the neighboring coasts with their fabled 
gods. Typhon (or Typhous, after the Egyptian 
mythology) was confined beneath the mountain, and 
the earthquakes and eruptions which then prevailed 
were but the giant^s struggles to free himself from 
the fiery hell in which the superior gods had confined 
him Homer and Virgil both describe the efforts of 
the monster to burst his prison bonds for the purpose 
of destroying mankind. 

The commanding position of the island, the won- 
derful variety of climate attainable upon its mountain 
slopes fanned by the breezes of the Mediterranean, 
the medicinal springs flowing from its volcanic in- 
terior, together with its great military importance, all 
combined to make the possession of it the first object 
of every contending faction. 

Faith was familiar with its history and traditions, 
and desired veiy much to visit it; especially as, 
in later years, it had been the resort of Michael 
Angelo, Ariosto, the beautiful poetess Vittoria 
Colonna, and many other poets and artists, who 
sought health and respite in its classic shades. 

Acting on her W'\sh, Faith and her aunt sailed out 
of the harbor of Naples on a bright morning, leaving 
behind them the bosy city, its glittering roofs, its 
noisy traflBc, and its <5ries of many voices. 
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Faith pointed out as they passed up the coast, the 
places of interest which crowd the hills. 

"There," said she, "is the tomb of Virgil, near 
the entrance to the grotto or viaduct ' Di Posilipo,* 
through which at this moment is defiling a long cara- 
van of donkeys bearing great panniers of vegetables 
for the city markets. That is the little island 
* Nisida,* once the home of Brutus, whence he went 
to his death at Philippi, and where his loving wife 
Portia, daughter of Cato, died of grief or by suicide. 
There is Pozzuoli, where St. Paul landed on his way 
to Rome, and beyond are Baise and Cumse. Baise 
was the great seaside resort, the Newport of Rome in 
the days of her glory, while Cumae was the home of 
the sibyl, the famous oracle who astonished the world 
through her sibylline leaves. 

** This whole coast," continued Faith, *' is of great 
interest, and the ruins of temples, baths and palaces 
line the shore for many miles. Yonder, along that 
range of volcanic hills, lie the Phlegrean fields, where 
great battles were fought between the giants and the 
gods, according to classic history. 

"The desperate conflicts wmch the early Greek 
colonists waged against the powerful savage tribes oc- 
cupying the country, fighting step by step amidst 
daily earthquak<^s and fiery volcanoes to secure a foot- 
ing, may well come down to us in tradition as a war 
between the giants and the gods. The smoking 
craters were an indubitable evidence of the fiery 
Phlegethon beneath, — the abode of Pluto, — while the 
deadly gases and the dark caverns and woods of 
Avernus pointed clearly enough to Hades, the 
gloomy avenues of Orcus, and the home of the Cim- 
meri. Here came Eneas to consult the sibyl, and 
Hannibal, at a later date, came to sacrifice to Pluto. 

"You cannot imagine, dear aunt, how much I 
enjoy seeing this coast, about which I have read so 
much. Yonder bay of Baiae, whose beautiful curving 
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shore yoa can see in the distance, was the theme of 
every Roman poet and artist. There came the luxu- 
rious emperors, military heroes, patricians, and all the 
wealth, fashion and talent of the empire, to recuper- 
ate their exhausted energies in sea-bathing, or in the 
hot sulphur baths of those volcanic hills which form 
the coast of the ^ Campania Felix.' Every available 
spot was held at a fabulous value, and the shores 
were lined with palaces, private residences, and ^taber- 
naculse ' for public resort. 

^^ One can readily imagine the blue waters of this 
placid bay covered with sailing parties and regattas, 
and upon great occasions strewn with rose leaves, — at 
night flashing back the brilliant lights from palace 
and temple, and echoing the music, the song and 
the dance. Now, those ci-umbling ruins alone remain 
to point the moral. The gayety, the excitement, the 
hopes, the fears, the ambitions, the plots which agi- 
tated the proud Romans of those days can only be con- 
jectured. The ruins are mute, or answer only in 
rude echoes to the coarse jests of the passing fisher- 
man or the screaming bittern that alights upon the 
solitary walls. — Silence prevails!'* 

The steamer soon landed our travellers at Ischia, 
beneath its frowning castle, at the little port of 
Casamicciola. Here are located the celebrated mud 
baths and hot volcanic springs which have been the 
resort of invalids in all ages. They found rooms in a 
beautiful villa surrounded with lawns and shrubbery, 
and commanding a fine view of the distant Vesuvius, 
of Naples and the intermediate bay. 

With the faithful " Pasquelle," whose volante 
they engaged during their stay, they drove to all the 
most romantic and interesting parts of the island. 
The honest, simple and quaint women, with chil- 
dren proverbial for their bright, black, sparkling 
eyes and tawny skins, hung about them. These 
honest people interested both Faith and her aunt 
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greatlv, and they determined to see all they could of 
the life and habits of these lineal descendants of the 
ancient Greeks. 

They visited the pretty little towns of Forio, 
Pansia, Moropano and Pisano, where they found the 
female population industriously engaged in plaiting 
their beautiful and renowned straw work. 

The priest at Forio kindly showed them his church, 
of which he was very proud. There were many 
miniature ships, boats, pictures of shipwreck and of 
struggles with the elements, placed upon shelves or 
hung upon the walls, rendering the interior quite 
a museum. He informed them that these humble 
but touching mementos were the votive offerings 
of the widows and children of fishers and sailors 
who had perished in the performance of their duty. 

The little children followed them about, reciting sim- 
ple poems, and trying by their gambols to earn a few 
pennies to help their poor mothers support the family. 

The Italians are by no means lazy, although many, 
seeing them asleep in the middle of the day, may 
think them so. They work hard and receive but a 
pittance for their labor, while the " siesta " or mid-day 
sleep is a national and probably a necessary custom. 
On one occasion Faith passed a village school and 
seized the opportunity to look in upon the frightened 
teacher. Stooping to enter the low door, she found 
herself in a rude hut with a dirt floor, but crowded 
with children who looked quite bright and intelligent. 
Rude seats surrounded the room and a few box-like 
desks served for the writing forms. The teacher, a 
young girl, was much embarrassed, but smiled and 
tried to conceal her blushes. Tlie few words Faith 
was able to speak in Italian pleased her, and when 
she learned that her visitors were Americans her 
face brightened and she exclaimed, " jIA, T/wZto 6eZ/o 
America ! " — " Poor thing ! " murmured Faith ; " per- 
haps she, too, has a lover there." 
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Winter had lingered long in the lap of spring at 
the university, but at last its icy fetters were dis- 
solved. 

The trailing arbutus, fair daughter of the snow 
(the ^^ edelweiss ^^ of America), no longer protected 
from the ardent beams of the sun, had withered and 
given place to the sweet ferns, mandrakes and anem- 
ones; while the eager grass, anxious to make up 
lost time, had rapidly clothed the earth in nature's 
heavenly green. 

The air had suddenly become soft and invigo- 
rating and the watchful farmers were astir, while 
mothers and maidens were actively engaged in 
brushing up spring and summer costumes and airing 
the long pent up rooms. 

The students also shared this general awakening 
and soon blossomed out in light hats and gay neckties. 

The bright, warm spring attracted them to their 
summer haunts and Finn- Water was once more black 
with excursionists, while new life, happiness and hope 
filled every heart. 

The senior class alone continued to pore over their 
books unmoved amidst this universal excitement. 
They were too profoundly absorbed in preparing for 
the approaching commencement, in the hope of dis- 
tinction, to be diverted for a moment by the attract- 
ions of the delightful season. 
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There was one of the class, however, who felt 
neither an interest in the bright springtime that so 
animated the juniors, nor in the studies of his fel- 
lows for the graduating exercises. 

Gerald Livingston withdrew to the solitude of his 
own chamber after the departure of his friend and 
became deeply absorbed in the manuscripts left for 
his perusal. They proved to be selections from 
Buddhist works— r the " Upanishads," the "Bhagavat 
Gita," and other sacred books of his country — made 
by Kyn-Dhwen and translated from the Sanscrit 
with his own hand. 

Day after day his interest in these manuscripts 
deepened, and queries and doubts filled his mind. 
** Is it possible," thought he, " that such compositionsy 
such elevated thoughts as these, existed before the 
Christian era? Is it possible that these people 
thought and wrote in the spirit of so pure a religion ; 
a religion which comprehends the entire ethics of 
Christianity as well as the best and purest of its 
doctrines ? I have been taught to believe this race 
heathenish and God-forsaken, and that it was my 
duty and mission in life to teach them the very 
truths which constitute the basis of their own faith, 
and to convert them to modem Christianity in order 
to secure their eternal salvation. There must be a 
grave mistake somewhere or we are wonderfully 
blind, ignorant and egotistical. 

"For years I have been storing my mind with 
narrow dogmas, fortifying myself against heretical 
opinions, and really resisting knowledge. 

"The pure and lofty character of Kyn-Dhwen, 
who, though educated in our schools, never embraced 
our faith, gives indubitable evidence that the faith of 
his native land exercises the highest moral and 
intellectual influence over the minds and conduct of 
its adherents. 

" Oh, Kyn-Dhwen I my more than friend, my 
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spiritual ^ Mentor/ thou hast been a lamp to my feet, 

Sliding me in the paths of wisdom and virtue, 
ow much am I indebted to thee for thy unselfish 
love and trust I Now that I have become sensible of 
thy worth, am I never to see thee more ? Shall I 
never be able to open my heart to thee in person and 
to express in the fervent language of my soul the love 
and gratitude I feel for thee ? " 

Gerald had deferred for many weeks his answer to 
the letter from the trustees of the church at home, 
and he now felt that it could no longer be delayed. 
He therefore wrote at once : — 

"My Dear Friends and Brothers, — I thank 
you sincerely for the honor you confer upon me in 
inviting me to your pulpit, and I appreciate fully the 
kind feelings which prompt the offer. I am there- 
fore the more pained to be obliged to send this 
answer, which I should be recreant to my sense of 
duty and self-respect longer to delay. 

" First, then, I must decline positively your invi- 
tation. I should never be able to stamp out the 
* isms' of which you speak, even if I thought myself 
justified in the attempt to do so. They are, in most 
cases, the matured opinions of thinking, reasoning 
men, as capable of judging of the ways of God to 
man and of man's duty to God as we, and are no 
more to be stamped out to-day by any church than 
by the terrors of the inquisition in the past. The 
human mind must be free, or it is nothing. Through 
that freedom alone will the truth in time be made 
manifest. 

" I have been for a long time coming to these con- 
clusions through earnest investigation and thought, 
and my delay in replying to you only deepens my 
convictions. 

" You will doubtless ask, * Do I intend to preach 
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the gospel?' My answer is 'Yes!' I trust I am 
still a Christian, though not a blind sectarian. I 
could never say to any man, * Come, follow me ; I 
have the light and the truth ; I hold the key to the 
portals of heaven I ' Many and complicated are the 
locks and bars sectarians have placed upon the 
sacred avenues leading to truth ; but they repel the 
simple, the ignorant or the timid, only. 

*' God, in my opinion, has been as wisely compre- 
hended by the heretic of the past as by the saint of 
to-day; by the heathen as wisely as by the Chris- 
tian. I have the greatest respect and veneration for 
you all, my old teachers and elders at home, for I 
believe you are all striving to lead a holy and pure 
life. Far be it from me, therefore, to say a word to 
wound your feelings or shake your faith. ' That the 
blessing of peace and brotherly love may rest upon 
you aU,' is the fervent prayer of your humble 
servant, Gerald Livingston." 

Gerald felt easier in mind after sending this letter. 
He thought it due to these friends of his father, that 
they should have a clear and full statement of his 
feelings and opinions ; and, although these opinions 
were frankly and boldly expressed, he thought them 
necessary to show his reasons for declining their kind 
invitation. He saw no necessity for concealing his 
changed opinions, for he believed they were the 
result of his own investigations, regardless of any 
outside influence. 

Nevertheless, his close association with Kyn-Dhwen, 
whose generous, manly character and pure life were 
the outgrowth of his Buddhist and not of his college 
teaching, together with the bitter feeling engen- 
dered in his heart by the unjust treatment of Faith 
Whitney, made him severely critical of the faith 
he had assumed and doubtful of its influence upon 
human character. 
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Few persons are really aware of the silent 
they exercise upon others, through a seeminglj 
and unobtrusive daily life. The example of 
rity, charity, brotherly love and kindness ma 
deeper and more lasting impression upon 
lifts up the race, and advances mankind 
rapidly toward that pure ideal (or real) for whi< 
good men are struggling, than dogmatic sermon) 

Had Kyn-Dhwen preached his faith never 8( 
quently, his words would have fallen upon du 
censorious ears ; but the unselfish purity of 
unspoken life was the still, small voice of convii 
power. 

"Now that the barrier of my faith no longer st 
in the way," thought Gerald, " what is to preve 
renewal of my suit for the hand of Miss Whitney 

"Alas! any declaration of a changed relij 
belief would be misconstrued, and ascribed to un- 
worthy motives. I can only realize the happiness of 
feeling that I am gradually growing spiritually 
nearer to her. 

" God knows," he sighed, " I am struggling only to 
reach truth. And so, perhaps ! — ay, perhaps ! " 



It was quite evident that the son who had been 
looked upon in some respects as the vicarious saving 
grace of the Livingston family would now be rather 
a stumbling block. 

It is rarely the case that fathers who mark out 
future careers for their children find their hopes 
realized. Given the moral training, the education, 
and the physique, and the rest must be wrought out 
by the loyal right arm or the strong brain of the man. 
When "thrift shall cease to follow fawning," and 
men shall stand upon merit and capacity rather 
than upon popularity, fewer dolts will be found in 
the pulpit, ignoramuses in the forum, or clever 
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farmers and workmen in the chairs of Philosophy, 
Jurisprudence, and the State. 

Love-making between the Sinhalese girl and the 
Sinhalese students progressed slowly enough ; indeed, 
it did not progress at all. 

The conservative professors were not insensible to 
the situation. Although it was the opinion of some 
of them that very little sentiment was necessary be- 
tween a prospective man and wife, yet they could 
not quite ignore the fact, so patent to every one, that 
some silly things must be said and done, now-a-days, 
on both sides, before marriage was possible. 

As the time drew near when Thun-Gah would 
graduate, and of necessity return to India, they felt 
more anxious that he should marry Uhl-Wah, and 
not leave the impetuous maiden on their hands. 

After discussing the subject at some length be- 
tween themselves, they determined to enlist Madame 
Savoir in the scheme and secure her valuable advice 
and if possible her services in this important matter. 

Dealing, as she did, with young girls of every dis- 
position, she was certainly a most proper person to 
Dring al)out the desired result. Her long experience 
had given her a peculiar tact in probing and guiding 
the moving springs of the young feminine heart. 

Madame Savoir needed but the faintest suggestion, 
on the part of President Dombrey, of the wish of 
the faculty, to comprehend the matter. The whole 
situation was clear to her at a glance, and she at 
once determined upon her line of action. 

She had become quite fond of the artless and 
affectionate Uhl-Wah, and really felt sorry to say or 
do anything to interrupt the placid current of the 
oriental beauty's happy life. 

Still, neither sentiment nor friendship should 
ever stand in the way of policy. This was, with 
the Madame, an immutable law, which she rarely 
violated. Accordingly, she made an evening call 
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upon her pupil at her room just before bedtime, 
shrewdly calculating that in the solitude of her 
chamber and at that quiet hour she would be able, 
if ever, to secure her confidence. 

She found the young orphan seated at one of the 
low windows of her room, her face resting between 
her hands, thoughtfully watching the luU moon 
slowly creep up above the trees. Her exuberant 
hair was spread out in glossy waves over her bare 
shoulders, and her rich red lips were just parting in 
child-like expectancy when Madame Savoir uncere- 
moniously entered the room. 

This beautiful picture, of oriental setting, so inno- 
cent and child-like in its trusting faith, smote the 
not-over-sensitive conscience of the bland mistress, 
as she reflected upon the object of her visit ; but she 
controlled herselr, crushing this remnant of youth- 
ful sentimentality, and inquired cheerfully, put- 
ting an arm round her fair pupil's plump shoulders 
and kissing her forehead, — 

** What interests my pretty little sibyl so deeply 
this evening?" 

Uhl-Wah, with her wonted softness and ease, 
replied, — 

^^ Oh, I was just watching that glorious moon, and 
wishing I could ride upward on its placid bosom, and 
look down upon the great, bright world below 1 " 

"I fear you would only behold wickedness and 
misery, my child." 

^'No! Is there, then, so much wickedness in 
America?" 

" Tliere is wickedness everywhere in the wide 
world, my innocent." 

" Indeed I Then I would rather stay here, where 
everybody is good and kind." 

** True, my dear Uhl-Wah I I trust you are happy 
here?" 

** Yes, madame ; Fm always happy here 1 " 
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** Happier than at your own home, I suppose ? " 

"Yes, madame I " — hanging her pretty nead, as if 
ashamed of being disloyal to Ceylon. 

" Don't you want to return to your lovely tropical 
home, some of these days ? " 

** No ; I'd rather stay here forever ! " 

"Why, you were never unhappy there, were 
you?" 

"No! but I am an orphan,— I nave no friends 
there." 

" What do you wish to do here in America, 
Uhl-Wah?" 

It had never occurred to the young girl that any 
duties could be expected of her ; and at this question 
she looked up into Madame's face : " Can't I go to 
school longer ? " 

" Yes ! but not forever, child ; you are really a 
woman now, and must very soon prepare to take 
yourplace in the world like the rest of us." 

" What shall I do in the world, then ? " 

" Oh, there are many things. You can teach, for 
example, and after a while perhaps you may wish 
to be married. In that case, you know, you would 
have to help your husband. What if you were a 
minister's wife, for instance ? " 

" Oh, I would like that f " 

" So I thought," said the Madame cordially, feel- 
ing that she was at last beginning to gain ground : 
" A minister's life in your country, you know, is full 
of noble, hard work, and strong wives, such as you 
would be, are needed to help along the good min- 
ister in his labors." 

" But I'd rather stay in America ! " 

" You would not shrink from your duty, my dear 
Uhl-Wah, I'm sure I You would go where your 
husband wished ? " 

" Who is to be my husband ? " asked she, in great 
simplicity and frankness. 
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"That I cannot tell, my child; you, no doubt, 
will soon be able to answer that question better 
yourself." 

She shook her head, and the Madame continued : 

" Don't you think Thuu-Gah, now, for instance, a 
fine, handsome young fellow? The professors say he 
is a wonderful scholar 1 " 

Uhl-Wah's bosom rose and fell quickly, and she 
pressed her hands tightly together without a word. 

" He is very fond of you," ventured the Madame. 

" Is he ? " replied Uhl-Wah absently ; " he never 
told ine so ! " 

"Oh, young men in love, Uhl-Wah, are at first 
afraid to speak of it ! " 

" I should not be afraid to speak of it if I were a 
man ! " 

" I think," said Madame, dropping into an imagi- 
native strain, " that he will tell you very soon." 

" Oh, I hope he won't ' " 

"Why, my chad?" 

" Because I won't be his wife 1 " — pettishly. 

" You must not speak like that," replied Madame 
soothingly, — but really vexed that her scheme was 
working so badly. 

She arose to leave, saying, "Well! well! we will 
not speak of this any more to-night. You will per- 
haps think differently some other time." 

"That girl will bear watching," was the inward 
conclusion of Madame Savoir as she closed the door 
behind her : " I must restrict her freedom for a few 
days. She has enjoyed too much pleasure. Nothing 
like a little wholesome restraint now and then to 
bring these misses to their senses. She will be glad 
enough to see any one after a short retirement, and 
I'll take care who that * any one ' shall be." 

With these reflections Madame dismissed the 
subject for the night. 

While the above interview was taking place in 
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Ubl-Wah's chamber, a Bimilar one in character was 
passing in PresidcDt Dombrey's private study between 
nimseS and Thun-Gab, who had been sent for. 

"My dear Thun-Gah," said the president gravely 
though pleasantly, "I have sent for you thii3 
evening to say what I think is due to you, that we 
are greatly pleased with your progress and your 
entirely satisfactory conduct since we had occasion 
to remonstrate with you a few months ago. We 
feel that you will graduate with distinction and be 
an honor to your people ; and, my dear friend and 
pupil, I hope you will be happy," he added, as if to 
suggest a tneme for prolonging the conversation. 

^' I shall always endeavor to do my duty," answered 
Thun-Gah evasively. 

"Thun-Gah I" said the president courageously, 
** permit me to suggest that, in my opinion, you should 
marry ; and, if possible, before you begin your work. 
A wife would be the greatest aid and support you 
could have. It is true you are going home, but your 
home will really be a foreign country to you, as you 
have been so many years away, and you will yearn 
for companionship." 

Thun-Gah blushed, started, and looked up intently 
at the president I Could it be possible that he meant 
to restore his lost Milly to his arms? A momen- 
tary flutter of the heart and it was over. The same 
steel-like feeling again crept over him. 

" Don't you think I am right ? " asked the presi- 
dent blandly. 

" I have no heart for affection," answered Thun- 
Gah. 

"You are mistaken, mv dear pupil. You have 
surely outgrown the bit of folly with that seminary 
flirt?" 

" President Dombrey, I loved that girl ! " 

"At the time — j^%\ But you are wiser now. 
I respect sentiment, Thun-Gah, but let me — an older 
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man — advise you. Your life is all before you. 
Would you permit a silly disappointment at this early 
age to cloud your whole future ? 

" Forget that weakness, Thun-Gah I Live not in 
the past but in the future. Love is possible the 
second time. Youthful fancies are rarely the opin- 
ions of maturer years. 

^^ Listen to me ! Put this idea of a first love out 
of your head from this day. There is nothing the 
matter with your heart ; only give it the opportunity 
and it will love a^ain, just as strongly as ever.'' 

^^I wish it might be so," answered Thun-Grah 
hopelessly. 

'* But it will be so if you will only permit it" 

" How do you mean, President Dombrey ? " 

" Call upon Uhl-Wah, that sweet girl of your own 
race. You cannot help loving her ! " 

" She is very beautiiul," said Thun-Grah. 

'' I understand, through Madame Savoir, that she 
has already shown a decided preference for you," 
rejoined the president. 

" But President Dombrey ! would I do right to 
marry without love in my heart?" 

^^ You would do right to marry : and as to there 
being a want of love in your heart, love comes as 
often after marriage as before. 

" In your case, Thun-Grah, where so much depends 
upon your marrying a person of your own religion 
and race, you should concede sentiment to the 
higher call of duty 1" 

" I earnestly wish to do my duty." 

^^ Depend upon it, my friend, what I have advised 
is your duty I would not advise vou ill. Make 
love to Uhl-Wah, and love will wUow. Marry 
her, — here, if you choose, — and return to Ceylon 
equipped for your life-work." 

^'Assure me of one thing," said Thun-6ah sol- 
emnly; ^Hhat in taking this young woman for mj 
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wife, without loving her, I would not endanger her 
happiness : I care not for my own." 

The president smiled. — "Girls are different from 
men, Thun-Grah. They usually love those who treat 
them kindly, and who are mentally superior to 
them. 

" You can commit no wrong in wedding with Uhl- 
Wah. She will find it impossible not to love such a 
manly, noble fellow as you I " 

Thun-Gah extended his hand in acknowledgment 
of the rare compliment, and a faint blush mantled 
bis cheek. 



tion. 



I will ^ve your advice mv careful considera- 
i," he said, as he left the study. 
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Poor Uhl Wah was crushed, when, the next day 
after the interview with Madame Savoir, she was 
informed she could no longer play at lawn tennis 
with the students from the university nor with the 
other young ladies of the school. 

Why this invidious distinction? Why shouM 
she alone be singled out and debarred from this 
recreation and amusement ? 

She had not failed in her lessons, nor had she 
transgressed any of the rules of the school, so far as 
she knew. 

The reason given by Madame Savoir for this 
restriction, that she had become too fond of pleas- 
ure, seemed to her unjust, and incomprehensible. 
Certainly it would apply to all the other girls as 
well as herself. 

She felt deeply injured and very unhappy. 

She was very popular upon the tennis ground, and 
was usually sought as a partner ; for, being a skilful 
player, her opponents were rarely allowed to win a 
eame. In reality, however, her graceful movements, 
foreign air, and artless simplicity attracted so much 
attention from those with whom she played, that the 
game became a secondary consideration, in their 
admiration for the player. 

*^ Laertes Lawson" in particular, a sunny-haired 
junior, allowed himself to be most ignominiously 
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beaten, day after day, by Uhl-Wah, and apparently 
enjoyed bis defeat. 

Madame Savoir berself showed a marked partiality 
for this popular youth, whose father was reputed to be 
immensely wealthy. She even played an occasional 
game witn him, and declared she was quite delighted 
to find him not in the least spoiled by fortune, but on 
the contrary a model of gentlemanly courtesy and 
good behavior. 

Younff Lawson had never shown any special pref- 
erence for Uhl-Wah in the presence of the other 
young ladies ; but now that she was not present at 
the games, and day after day passed without her ap- 
pearance, he naturally inquired the reason. 

The young ladies told him they had been informed 
"that Uhl-Wah, having been too prodigal of her 
time, too fond of pleasure, was now devoting herself 
with greater energy to her studies, privately reciting 
to the Professor, that she might hasten her progress. 

This announcement, while it raised Uhl-Wah in 
the young man's esteem, made his heart sink 
hopelessly. 

His distress was so obvious to the young ladies 
that they really pitied him, but were unable to afford 
him any comfort or relief. 

Laertes soon saw that upon his own watchfulness 
and sagacity would depend any hope of a further 
interview with his beloved, and he determined to 
make the most of any opportunity that might 
occur. 

Every hour of separation and suspense only deep- 
ened his passion and increased his anxiety. 

She was allowed recreation and exercise only when 
the rest were at their studies, and these lonely 
hours were usually passed by her in walking about 
the grounds. 

Bladame Savoir's conduct caused a bona-fide 
homesickness to rapidly creep over her pupil, and 
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from some cause — possibly from remarks made by 
the Madame herself — she had become impressed 
with the belief that her companions no longer desired 
her company, and therefore endeavored to keep out 
of their sight. 

The fourth day of this banishment seemed to the 
girl an age. She wandered aimlessly about in the 
rear part of the inclosure for a time, and at last 
seated herself to rest on a huge bowlder, which lay at 
the root of a spreading elm whose pendant branches, 
drooping to the ground, concealed her from every 
eye. 

The grounds terminated here, being divided 
from the adjoining premises by a tall board fence. 
What lay beyond this Chinese wall was a terra 
incognita to the girls. None had curiosity enough 
to explore it. 

This was the end of the little world of the discon- 
solate pupil, and at this moment she wished her 
life might end here also. She was abandoned by 
Madame Savoir and her schoolmates, and her de»- 
olation was complete. 

Leaning her head against the tree she sobbed aloud, 
and exclaimed : ^' Ob, Laertes, Laertes, my noble 
lover I why dost thou not come to rescue me ? Why 
can I not leave this hateful place and go to thee, 
and give thee all my heart ? My love I oh, my love I " 

She raised her pretty hand and slipped a diamond 
ring from her finger, put it to her lips, and then hid it 
in her bosom. 

In a moment she drew it forth again, holding it 
up between her eyes and the light 

"Ah, these tell-tale jewels, — they are brighter 
now! 

''That's what my lover meant, the last day we 
])ljiyed tennis together. He put this ring on my 
finger and said, ' Ubl-Wah, sweet one, these jewels 
are less beautiful than thine eyes I Should these 
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diamonds fail in their lustre, place them near thy 
heart and, if it be true, they will sparkle afresh t ' 

^' Oh ! it is true, it is true I but I must not weep : 
my eyes will grow dim, and then dear Laertes will 
not love them. 

^^He told me, too, that his father was rich, and 
that he could have everything he wished. He kissed 
my lips and thee and tnau^d me, and said he would 
never let me leave him ! 

"What do I care for Thun-Gah ? Laertes is my 
own true lover, as bold as he is powerful! Oh, 
I want to be with him! I will never go back to 
Ceylon I And now they keep him from me. Oh, 
when shall I see him again ? *' 

At this moment Laertes came bounding over the 
fence, and, rushing forward, folded her in his arms. 

*' Uhl-Wah, my angel I I heard the music of your 
voice and flew like the wind to meet you ! I've been 
watching behind this fence for days to catch a 
ffUmpse of your sweet face, but you came not I 
Why did you not come ? I know you love me, for 
vou said so. Ah, those infamous teachers I They 
have kept you away." 

Uhl-Wah was so suddenly startled that she could 
not speak a word. 

"You are mine, my love! my darling!" he con- 
tinued ; " let them try to separate us, if they dare ! " 

" What care I for the world, if you love me ! " — 
and he knelt on the grass before the oriental beauty, 
and kissed her two hands which he held in his without 
resistance. Then, seating himself upon the bowlder 
beside her, he placed his arm about her slender waist 
and drew her to him until her lovely head rested 
upon his bosom. 

" I feared you would never come again," she 
whispered ; " and I wanted to die ! " 

" My sweet princess 1 1 am here, and I love you 
with all the fervor of a true heart! My hateful 
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school-days are ended ! To-morrow I will go home 
and get my father's consent to leave, or I will run 
away, and carry you oflf to be mine forever ! " 

Poor Uhl-Wah uttered a low cry, and clung more 
closely to her lover, as she heard the voice of 
Madame Savoir in the distance calling her name. 

This put a speedy termination to the sweet tSterd- 
tSte^ and Laertes again leaped over the fence and 
disappeared. 

" I will now tell Madame Savoir," said she bravely, 
*^ why I must remain in America. She has told me 
I must marry, and she will be delighted when she 
hears my story." 

That evening the confiding Uhl-Wah told her 
simple tale of love to the astonished, indignant 
Madame. Told it between bursts of tears and happy 
laughter, — told it as a trusting, loving daughter 
would tell her mother, — and then, all breathless, she 
awaited her congratulations. 

" A thousand times worse than I ever suspected," 
thought Madame ; ^^ with all my boasted knowledge 
of * girls' ways,' I know them not. Every day they 
deceive me; every day they make me more a fool 
than ever." 

A long pause ensued before she spoke, during 
which she matured her words. Then, taking the 
the orphan's hand in hers, she said softly, solemnly 
and impressively, — 

" Uhl-Wah, I have told you that the world is full 
of wickedness, full of snares for gifls' feet, and full 
of snares for their souls. You are pure and beautiful 
now, my child, but how quickly you can become 
hideous and sinful. 

"This young man, Laertes, loves you not! He 
seeks to entice you to perdition. He wishes you for 
a toy, a plaything for a day, and then will cast you 
away forever I 

"He would not make you his wife; he has no 
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thought of it. He has abeadj other sweethearts 
amongst the pink-and-white beauties of his own set. 
To him you are but a pretty, rare creature, out of 
the usual way, and he would trifle with you. He 
wants your simple heart but to crush it under hia 
feet. He has told this to his school-fellows. He has 
indulged in coarse jests at your expense, and has 
boasted of his power over you. Will you listen to 
one like that ? Would you gratify his vanity, and 
become the prey of his base nature ? " 



This was more than the poor girl could bear. Her 
heart ceased beating, she almost fainted away; 
but, controlling herself with wonderful calmness, she 
sat a moment, inwardly gasping between her closed 
teeth, — 

*''' He has jested about me I Madame has said it! '* 
Then slowly, with a strange, powerfully sup* 

Eressed manner, and a nervous fortitude, with lips 
loodless and compressed, she arose and with eyes 
looking into vacancy exclaimed, — "Madame Savoir, 
I will go to my room I " 

As Uhl-Wah swept proudly out, the wily Madame 
watched her poor victim with her keen, unrelenting- 
black eyes peering beneath shaggy brows, and 
exultingly exclaimed, — 

" We have conquered 1 " 

The Eastern Princess of a day entered her chamber 
a poor, subdued and crushed soul. 

The romance, the halo, the sunshine, which for a 
moment had surrounded her young life, was forever 
blasted. The pure and intense passion that to* 
this moment had possession of her younc^ heart was 
instantly blotted out, and its place filled with a still 
more intense feeling of hatred and remorse. 

• The spring of her young life was suddenly parched 
up and driea forever. 
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She did not swoon, she could not weep, but silently, 
sadly, walked the floor of her chamber for a time, 
then, suddenly rushing to her mirror, surveyed her 
Btartled reflection upon its polished surface, and 
exclaimed, — 

'^ This &ce is hideous, for he has touched it I His 
Judas kiss has left its impress upon these lips 1 This 
head has been pillowed upon his guilty bosom ! " 

These words seemed to rouse the savage in her 
nature. Her eyes flashed fire like those of the tigers 
of her native jungles when about to seize their prey. 
She unbound her flowing hair and snatchin? a pair of 
scissors from the table cut away tress after tress, 
and flung them from her. — '* They touched his treach- 
erous bosom," she muttered as she ground her teeth 
together, "and shall defile my head no more." 

With a maniac's frenzy she dug out the diamond 
Bettings from her ring with the point of her scissors 
—as if tearing her own eyes from their sockets — and, 
tossing them from her window, exclaimed : " Go to 
thy treacherous owner! Nevermore shalt thou be 
compared to my poor blinded eyes ! " 

Taking from her trunk a plain suit of black, which 
she had never worn before, she shook out the 
scant folds, — the aroma of eastern perfumes filling 
the room and bringing back recollections of her 
youthful days. Sobbing as if her heart would break, 
she exclaimed : " Oh, my dear Ceylon, thy poor Uhl- 
Wah shall never wear anything but black again! 
She has imperiled her soul, and must return to thee 
and die." 

Then, throwing herself upon her bed, she wept her- 
self to Edeep. 
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CHAPTER XVin. 

"Mabby Uhl-Wah and Thuu-Gah by all means, 
and as soon as possible," was the advice of Madame 
Savoir to President Dombrey the next morning after 
Uhl-Wah's confession of her love for young Lawson. 

" That silly youth will return," said she, " before 
the week is over and make us a world of trouble, 
and before that time the oriental beauty should be 
married and on her way to Ceylon ! 

^^ As to that young periwinkle, Lawson, he can be 
made to believe that she was fickle and cared nothing 
for him. You may depend upon it, it will be a 
useful lesson to both of them in the future. 

"These stupid young people are constantly at 
cross-purposes with older and wiser heads. They are 
sure to love where they should not, and where they 
ought to love they will not ! " 

President Dombrey sat for some moments in deep 
thought, and at last he replied : " This new develop- 
ment, Madame Savoir, is likely to bring about very 
serious complications. That Uhl-Wah's love, like aU 
such sudden impulses, is but the ebullition of youth- 
ful folly is quite probable, but it is another thing to 
make lovers believe so. Perhaps," reasoned he 
philosophically, "this blending of opposites in love 
may be, after all, one of nature's laws for equalizing 
the human race. For if sensible, gifted men wedded 
only with sensible, gifted women, mankind would 
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finally come to consist entirely of the top and bottom 
crusts, without the substantial middle class, who con- 
stitute, after all, the great world-builders of our race. 
Perhaps close class marriages might destroy the 
unity of the whole, and thus population become 
ultimately extinct." 

With all the doctor's philosophy, however, the case 
in hand was pressing; something must be done to 

f^et rid of the Sinhalese girl at once, and in the 
uture similar experiments could be avoided. Turn- 
ing to Madame Savoir then, he asked : '^ How can we 
brincf this marriage about? " 

"If you are sure of Thun-Gah," she replied, "I 
will answer for Uhl-Wah. She is terribly crushed 
since my interview with her, and will, I have no 
doubt, do anything I may suggest." 

"I must admit, returned the doctor, "that the 
affair has assumed very disagreeable proportions, but 
now that we have embarked on this troublous sea 
we must go through with the voyage. I think I can 
prevail upon Thun-Gah to wed the girl, but he will 
do so believing her heart free. He would look upon 
it in the light of a mean intrigue were he to learn 
that her af^ctions were pre-engaged." 

"This is an extreme case, President Dombrey. 
We must concede something to the great cause for 
which we are both so urgently laboring. And 
believe me, I am very sure that the young people 
concerned, if they live twenty years, will thank us 
for our interference." 

"You may be right, Madame Savoir, and at any 
rate we have but one course left, and that is to 
consummate this marriage at once. In a few weeks 
Thun-Gah would graduate in the usual course, but 
I must anticipate the occasion and make out his 
diploma in advance. He shall call at the seminary 
this evening, and I trust to you to have the marriage 
pleasantly and speedily arranged." 
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^^ Leave all the details of that to me, President 
Dombrey. I will see that the wedding is both novel 
and impressive." 

Madame Savoir departed in high spirits. " It will 
be a grand card for our school," said she ; ** better 
than any kind of a closing entertainment. I always 
like the young ladies to leave with something unique 
to gossip about. It draws others, and is the best 
advertisement we can have.' 

Going at once to Uhl-Wah*s room to prepare her 
for the visit of Thun-Gah, she found her sad and 
melancholy, sitting at her window, gazing mourn- 
fully at the sinking sun as if comparing its gradually 
declining glory to her own darkening life and the 
extinction of all her fond hopes. 

"You are behaving beautifully, my dear," said 
Madame Savoir as she entered ; " I am proud of you ! 
You are more of a woman than I gave you credit for, 
and your feminine dignity would do honor to any 
American lady ! " 

(Uhl-Wah tried to smile, but ended with a sigh.) 

" I have just seen Thun-Gah," she continued glibly ; 
** he is coming to see you this evening." 

(The poor girl turned aside with a slight tremor.) 

" My dear child, he loves you with a noble and 
true affection. He will exalt you. He will make 
you queen of his heart I " 

(The stricken soul made no response.) 

" Uhl-Wah, you will not repulse him, I trust." 

"Let him come, Madame Savoir," she at last 
replied sadly ; " he is of my own race. Let him 
take me. Let him protect me, and carry me back to 
my home." 

The poor orphan covered her eyes with her hands 
and wept violently, and the satisfied Madame, having 
gained her point, sat silently watching her unhappy 
pupil for a moment. 

" Thus was my poor mother married," sobbed Uhl- 
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Wah; ^Hhey took her away from her lover and 
ffave her to a strange r^ and she died. But not before 
xeaving a wretched daughter to inherit her sorrow." 

She checked herself and added : " I will try, 
Madame Savoir, not to make his life miserable. I can 
be a true if not a loving wife. — Let him come," she 
repeated again, mechanically. 

Madame Savoir kissed her forehead. — *^ There, 
darling! dry vour tears; much happiness is yet in 
store K)r you. 

Thun-6ah had made up his mind to follow Presi- 
dent Dombrey's advice and marry, but he was not 
prepared for so speedy a consummation. In an 
interview the next day after the president's sug- 
gestion, he mildly asked that a delay be granted 
until after Commencement; but, seeing the presi- 
dent was determined, he made no further objections. 

The proposal was not so difiBcult a task as Thun- 
6ah fearea it would be. Uhl-Wah's coldness and 
silence he attributed to her modesty and retiring 
disposition. She simply said ^^ Tes,'' when he asked 
her hand, and he was spared the embarrassment of 
playing the role of an ardent lover. Never was 
there a colder or more formal marriage engagement. 
He was glad to find her so phlegmatic, so listless ; 
for, since they must live together, she would not bore 
him with disagreeable attentions nor exact them of 
him. He knew her mind must be stored with learn- 
ing by this time, and she would be a useful if not 
a loving companion. With these reflections he con- 
soled himself for the step he was about to take. 

They were married in the morning, and the prep- 
arations for the wedding were promptly and elabo- 
rately made. The youn? ladies of the school 
combined and purchased Uhl-Wah's bridal dress, 
which was of white India silk with modest and 
appropriate trimmings. 
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The seminary parlors were artistically decorated 
with wild flowers, and each young lady donned her 
"irresistible " gown. There were no special brides- 
maids, all the school-girls acting as such. The cere- 
mony was performed by the Rev. Dr. Salvator, who, 
considering the peculiar circumstances, threw into hi» 
manner an additional unction, to cover any possible 
doubts as to the propriety of the marriage, rendering 
the services lengthy and tedious, and the poor bride 
thought the sacrifice would never end. Neither 
heard a word that was uttered, but each gave the 
fatal responses in tremulous tones, and they were 
made man and wife. 

To those behind the scenes can be left the questioa 
of modern ethics. 

Many and hearty were the congratulations, sincere 
or hypocritical, given by the friends of both parties; 
and the school-girls wept at the thought of parting 
forever from Uhl-Wah, to whom they had become 
deeply attached. 

It was necessary that the newly married pair should 
leave Jansenville at once, and therefore President 
Dombrey had arranged that their departure for India 
should take place immediately after the ceremony, 
under the plea that a native of the country was 
absolutely essential to carry on the missionary 
work. 

And so " Mr. and Mrs. Thun-Gah '* left, an hour 
after the service, turning their backs forever upon 
all their past associations, the memory of which, 
pleasant or painful, would go with them to the grave. 

Seated in the cars with her companion, the curtain 
rung down, the actors dispersed, a feeling of terror 
overcame poor Uhl-Wah. 

Not until then did she realize that she was bound 
forever to one almost a stranger to her, on whom 
she was dependent for all her wants, all her comforts ; 
one who had a right to exact all her attention, all 
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her care. She concealed her emotion, but when her 
husband gently took her hand and asked her if she 
were not happy, she burst into hysterical weeping ! 

Thun-Gah endeavored to soothe her with caresses 
and kind words, but she only sobbed the more, and 
continued so long and so distressingly that it began 
to dawn upon him that perhaps she too had married 
against her wish and that her heart was elsewhere. 
, This conclusion seemed palpable when he reflected 
upon the conduct of Madame Savoir and the haste of 
President Dombrey to bring about the marriage. 

For a moment contempt and anger toward those 
who had promoted such a scheme arose within him. 
But as he reflected, and began to understand the 
situation better, these feelings gave way to pity for 
the hapless orphan girl, the victim, and by far the 
greater suflEerer. 

As soon as she became quiet he said gravely, — 
" Uhl-Wah, a terrible truth is revealed to me. You 
have married without loving me I " 

And then he remembered that he had never 
asked her the question. They were evidently the 
victims of a conspiracy, and no restitution, no 
reparation, was possible. He did not reproach nor 
remonstrate with her ; pity alone filled his heart. 

" Dear Uhl-Wah," he said, " we have been cruelly 
wronged ; but I will be an affectionate brother to 
you. You shall be my dear sister, whose happiness I 
will forever guard." 

The flying train stopped a moment, and a chorus 
of happy voices at the station interrupted the con- 
versation. A crowd of lively, joyous people — a wed- 
ding party — entered a private car 

As the train moved again, a shower of bouquets, 
old shoes, rice, and so forth, followed, amidst hurrahs 
"nd congratulations. 

Two gentlemen entered the car in which were 
Thun-Gah and his bride, and sitting down directly in 
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front of them began a conversation which they 
could not avoid hearing. 

Number one, — "A mighty lucky fellow that." 

Number two, — " Well, yes ; lucKy enough to get 
married I " (He was evidently an old bachelor.) 

Number one, — "She's a deuced pretty gal, and 
they say her dad has got the rocks. This station, you 
know, is called after him, — * Humphreys' Station.' 
I'm told they are terribly in love with each other. 
Can't be out of sight a moment, you know, and all 
that sort of thing ! " 

Number two, — " Ha, Ha ! That's very likely. 
Why she never set eyes on the chap 'till a month 
ago, when he came through the village selling goods 
as a travelling agent. But love's a queer thing now- 
adays ! I hope the match won't turn out as such 
affairs sometimes do. Ebenezer Humphreys ain't the 
man to allow his pretty daughter *Milly' to be 
badly treated; he'd go for the chap mighty quick, 
and send him to purgatory for reformation." 

Why should Thun-Gah tremble by the side of his 
young bride ? Why that ghastly pallor on his cheek ? 
Uhl-Wah's quick sympathy was aroused 1 She felt 
she was clearly to blame. She had wounded his 
feelings by her weakness. She had blasted his 
hopes I She had driven him to despair by her cold- 
ness and her silence! "Thun-Gah, my husband," 
said she feelingly, " forgive me ! I will learn to love 
you ; I am your wife I " 

He heeded her not, until she had covered his 
bloodless hands with her scalding tears I 
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The evening following the interesting exploration 
made by Faith and her aunt, around the romantic 
island of Ischia, was one of unusual beauty and 
tranquillity. 

The calm, blue Mediterranean, undisturbed by a 
ripple, glistened beneath the glowing Stasera^ like a 
sea of polished lapis-lazuli mingled with fire, — such a 
sea as St. John may have witnessed in his vision on 
the Isle of Patmos, when the angels stood upon its 
glassy surface singing the song of Moses, with the 
golden harps of God in their hands. 

So perfect was the calm, that the drowsy atmos- 
phere scarcely responded to the human breath. 

There seemed indeed to be a total suspension of 
all the active forces of nature, — an absolute hush, 
when even insect life, usually so musical beneath 
southern skies, had suspended its heavenly chant, as 
if paralyzed by some indefinable spell. 

They were seated on the low veranda of their villa 
at Casamicciola, enjoying the scene, when Mrs. Win- 
chester remarked upon the wonderful and rather over- 
rich fragrance which lay dormant upon the sluggish 
air. It was the latter part of July ; yet the exuberant 
fiora of southern Italy had not begun to decline, and 
the evening aroma was almost oppressive. 

"How I wish Kyn-Dhwen were here to-night 1 ** 
HJiid Faith. 
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"I have no doubt he would liken this golden 
placidity of the water, this inoense-ladeu air, tliis 
quiet restfulness of all nature, to the glory of 
Nirvana. It is surely as near the blissful state as 
our dull conceptions are capable of realizing." 

"I observe," said her aunt, "that you often refer 
to Kyn-Dhwen of late. The recollection of him 
must occupy a large space in your thoughts." 

*-0h, yesl dear aunt; he is constantly in my 
mind, and I hope we may soon meet him again. In 
my last letter from home father said he had sailed 
for India. If I were not quite sure he was far away 
at sea on his way thither, I should really believe he 
was at this moment very near us, — so strangely do I 
feel his influence this evening. Wherever he is, cer- 
tainly at this moment he is thinking of us, or he 
may be enjoying this same glorious twilight, this 
veritable * Gotterdammerung ' which so delights us. 

" This communion of thought is the golden chain 
that unites us in spirit with the living, as well as 
with the dead. 

**I am convinced, dear aunt, that all great poets 
and great artists leave the impress of their genius 
upon places and favored spots which were dear to 
them in life. There is an influence, a halo as it 
were, that clings about places they visited and 
loved, which is felt by sympathetic minds, long 
years after those masters of art and song are 
gathered to other fields of glory. We share and 
imbibe their spirit, as we breathe the incense of the 
broken vase long after the roses which filled it are 
withered into dust. 

"I feel sometimes that the finest chords of my 
nature are sounded here in southern Italy, and then 
I wish to remain here forever. 

'*I seem to be brought into nearer and dearer 
relation with all that was elevated and noble in the 
past. Time obliterates the hard, the cruel and the 
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sensual, and leaves us in the presence of the good 
and beautiful, as it softens the outlines of these 
jagged ruins and covers them with its charitable 
vines ! " 

" Ah, yes I " said her aunt ; " your youthful imag- 
ination weaves delightful pictures out of the useless 
fragments which remain of a people long since 
passed away.'* 

^^ There must be something more than 'imagina- 
tion,' dear aunt, that brings these impressions to my 
mind. I not only see tnem as they lived, but I 
feel as if I had been of them, as if I had struggled 
with them in their weaknesses and their strivings for 
a higher and better life. So strong are these impres- 
sions at times, that I am almost convinced I have 
occasional glimpses of a long-past existeuce, from 
which I have been re-incarnated again into my 
present life." 

" And I," said Mrs. Winchester, ** have also my 
yearnings and visions, but of a more practical kindL 
I have a keener desire to get nearer to, and to be of 
greater help to, my fellow-beings. I have also a 
clearer vision into futurity than heretofore, and a 
more hopeful trust in my Heavenly Father. But 
you, my dear child, are young, and should now have 
earthly hopes and aspirations. The time has not 
come for you to live in the past, nor yet in the 
far future. 

^'Ah, dear aunt. I feel sometimes very ancient I 
My thoughts and experiences, as you know, have 
never been of an ordinary character. But here I 
seem to be in spiritual sympathy with, and in the 
presence of, the great of past generations. I am sure 
that next to realizing the dreams of love and happi- 
ness which come at times to all our sex, my life here, 
amidst these ideal and delicious surroundings, is 
the most poetical and enjoyable possible." 

The village clock was now striking nine, and tak- 
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ing a final look at the beautiful bay in front, whose 
suDdued tints had now settled into a deep coppery- 
tinted blue, and turning once more with a feeling 
of awe to the frowning " Epomeo '* which lifted its 
awful head into the heavens behind them, they 
retired to their apartments upon the ground floor, 
Mrs. Winchester remarking that such a close, omi- 
nously still atmosphere in America would certainly 
portend a violent thunder-storm before morning. 
But Faith was too full of her mystical thoughts, too 
much excited by the romance of her surroundings to 
permit sleep, and taking the life of "Vittoria Co- 
lonna" which she was reading, sat down by her little 
table and turning to the description of the sojourn 
of the poetess upon this island during her widow- 
hood was soon deeply absorbed. 

Suddenly she was startled by a frightful roar I At 
the same moment a violent commotion shook the 
house, and the doors and windows rattled as if a ter- 
rible hurricane or thunder-storm had suddenly burst 
upon them ! Again a roar ! The house reeled, the 
lamp was dashed to the floor, broken and extinguished, 
and instantly she was left in entire darkness ! Spring- 
ing to her feet she shouted to her aunt in the adjoin- 
ing room, but hearing no reply feared she was killed. 
Before she could gather her thoughts to 'determine 
what to do, another and another violent trembling 
followed in quick succession, shaking the whole island * 
to its very foundations. 

Plastering and timber from the ceiling and walls 
began to fall, and in a moment she was prostrated to 
the floor. 

Frightened, bewildered, stifled with dust and lime, 
though not yet fatally injured, she again rose to her 
feet and while groping about the room now heard 
her aunt calling faintly for help. 

She screamed in reply as loud as she could, although 
hardly able to hear her own voice amidst the roar of 
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the crashing walls. " Oh, aunt 1 aunt I Fm trying to 
get to you I It's an earthquake I " and she contiuued 
to feel about the room in the darkness, in a blind 
effort to find the door. 

The blackness was so intense, and the dust from 
falling timber, plaster and rubbish so suffocating and 
choking, that she could make no progress. In the 
frenzy of her excitement and fear she crawled along, 
close to the floor to escape suffocation, and at last 
felt the door and heard the groans of her aunt on 
the other side. But the door resisted every effort she 
could make to open itl She arose and threw her 
whole weight against it, but something had fallen 
upon it on the other side and held it fast. 

The cries and groans of her aunt gave her super- 
human strength, and feeling over the floor for some- 
thing with which to break in, her hand fortunately 
touched a piece of timber that had just fallen at her 
feet, and snatching it up she dealt, in her frenzy, 
terrible blows that bunst in the panels I 

How this was done she could never tell ; but through 
the opening she crawled, snake-like, to the side of her 
aunt, directed by her moans. In the impenetrable 
darkness she found the poor woman half buried in 
rubbish and held down by a piece of timber that had 
fallen across one of her arms I Throwing this off as 
quickly as possible, she tried to drag her aunt towards 
the side of the room where the door opened upon 
the lawn; but the continuous shocks, accompanied by 
the constant falling of plaster and dSbris^ created 
such a terribly stifling dust that it was almost impos- 
sible to move or keep alive, and they could only avoid 
strangulation by keeping their faces close down to the 
floor, covered by their hands, while the house con- 
tinued to sway from side to side as if tossed on an 
iiiigry sea. 

Faith knew there was no time to be lost and that 
the only hope of saving their lives was in finding the 
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door and reaching the lawn, to get away from the 
falling walls and crashing timbers. Urging her aunt, 
thereK)re, to make every possible exertion, they 
crawled together about the room, feeling for the 
outlet; but so confused and blinded were they that 
they knew not in what direction to turn, and so 
followed round and round the walls, feeling for a 
window or a door. 

Side by side they dragged their bruised limbs 
over the chaos of broken chairs, tables and beds, in 
the darkness, wounded by the falling fragments ; and 
stifled, crazed, rendered desperate by the roaring and 
rumbling of the earth beneath them, with death 
staring them in the face, they at last found the door 
and rushed headlong and fainting into the open air, 
exclaiming "God be praised!" as they both fell 
prostrate upon the ground. 

They had scarcely reached this place of safety 
when the whole building — which seemed to have 
waited only for their escape — fell to the earth behind 
them with a mighty crash, a mass of cobble-stones 
and timber that would have crushed them in an 
instant, but which now only bruised them slightly 
and covered them with splinters, plaster and dust. 

Stunned, insensible, prostrate upon the grass 
they lay until the night air at length revived them. 
They sat up a moment, clasped in each other's arms ; 
but it was not possible to see an inch beyond them, 
for the whole atmosphere was a black, thick mass of 
sulphur fumes, and they fell back again and remained, 
not daring to move, while falling walls and reverbera- 
ting shocks on every side resounded like the rattling 
of ereat artillery. 

Faith's hands were cut and bleeding and one of 
Mrs. Winchester's arms was bruised and benumbed by 
the beam that had fallen upon it. Faith continued 
to rub it as they lay upon the lawn, both feeling 
thankful they had thus far escaped with their lives 
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and summoning all their remaining fortitude to bear 
what might yet be in store for them. 

"Oh I exclaimed Mrs. Winchester, "why did wo 
stay here, when it is so well known that this island 
lies over a slumbering volcano ? If the treacherous 
earth does not open and swallow us before morning 
we may yet be saved ! " 

" I think, aunt, we are comparatively safe here on 
the lawn," said Faith encouragingly. " The falling 
stones cannot reach us, and it is this swaying to and 
fro like the waves of the sea which demolishes the 
houses." 

Another terrible roar startled them, coming this 
time apparently from the interior of the mountain, 
and they expected an immediate discharge of lava ; 
but again the crash of houses and walls only fol- 
lowed the shock. But their dismay and fear were 
increased tenfold, for now they realized the possi- 
bility of the mountain bursting forth at any moment 
in volcanic eruption and completing the entire de- 
struction of the island, — vomiting forth vast streams 
of fiery lava or showers of red-hot stones, ashes and 
mud, such as had destroyed Herculaneum and Pom- 
peii. From this there could be no possibility of 
escape, for there was but a narrow strip between the 
mountain and the sea. 

And so, with hands clasped tightly together, they 
remained upon the grass through the long, long, 
terrible night, trembling in an agony of fear and 
excitement, and shivering in their scanty clothing ; 
for, as the time wore away, the sea air of the morn- 
ing began to come in upon them damp and chill. 

The shocks became less frequent as the daylight 
at last broke upon them, and they stood up, feeling a 
hope of safety as the morning breeze began to clear 
the darkness and the sulphur smoke away. 

But a new horror burst upon them ! 

The poor people in the narrow, thickly crowded 
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Btreets all about them were not so fortunate a& 
they. They had no lawns to flee to for escape, and 
were buried by thousands in the crumbled ruins of 
their houses; which, being built of cobble-stones 
terraced upon the hill-sides several stories in height 
and held together only by mortar, fell with the first 
shock, suddenly covering whole families of dead and 
dying in the cruel wreck. 

As the dust cleared off and the roar of destruction 
subsided, the feeble cries of human agony and dis- 
tress reached their ears from every direction. Moans, 
sighs and piteous appeals to the Virgin for help 
and mercy filled the air, yet they were powerless to 
render the least assistance. 

They looked about them and saw that not a build- 
ing was left standing; even the high and heavy 
avails which were built along the public roads and 
hill-sides were everywhere mountains of rubbishy 
rendering the narrow streets impassable. 

It was nearly half a mile to the sea-shore, and it 
was evident their safety lay in reaching it at any 
hazard, though they must climb over the crushed 
houses of the whole prostrated city. For hours they 
scrambled over the pitiless ruins. From everywhere 
beneath, came up to their ears tlic helpless groans of 
the buried and wounded, blended with dying cries of 
" Aqua ! Aqua! Aqua ! — pel morto de J)io ! " 

They passed frantic mothers and wailing children, 
crazed with grief, vainly striving to roll away the 
mountain of cruel stones that lay so heavily on their 
dead. 

At last, amidst all this misery, these poor women — 
the younger supporting, assisting and trying to 
comfort the elder — reached the sea, their scanty 
clothing torn into fragments. 

Here they were obliged to wait another tedious 
hour for the arrival of the steamer from Naples. 

The kind wives of the fishermen gave Mrs. Win- 
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cheater a pair of worn shoes and some wraps from 
their scanty store^ seeing she was in such sore 
distress, for their little huts along the shoi'e had 
almost entirely escaped the general destruction. 
Her feet were naked, and bleeding from the sharp 
lava stones and timber over which they had struggled 
so painfully, and the rude offerings of these kind 
sisters were gratefully accepted, although she could 
repay them only with her tears, for everything they 
possessed was buried beneath the ruins of their villa. 
Faith had not fared quite so badly as her aunt. 
She had not undressed when the shocks commenced, 
and although her clothes were in tatters they served 
to cover her. 

Crowds of terror-stricken and half-naked fugitives 
rushed on board the steamer when it landed, but 
the terrified captain would not wait a moment to 
hear the story of the night's horror nor endeavor to 
render any aid to the suffering, but wisely hurried 
back to Naples to secure assistance adequate to the 
great necessity. 

On arrival at their hotel they sent for their banker 
and the American Consul. These gentlemen gave 
them every needful aid and attention, immediately 
telegraphing to their friends at home of their safety* 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

For several days after their terrible experience at 
Ischia, Mrs. Winchester was confined to her room in 
consequence of her injuries as well as from general 
prostration. Faith was her devoted nurse, and from 
the windows of the hotel witnessed the intense 
excitement of the Neapolitans. 

Priests and people marched en niasae through the 
streets, carrying images of the Virgin Mary and 
San Gennaro, the " patron saint of Naples," above 
their heads, imploring mercy for poor Ischia (already 
destroyed) and mercy and probation for the souls of 
the dead and dying. 

The steamers were hourly bringing great numbers 
of wounded and dying to the hospitals, and taking 
back soldiers to aid in digging out the living and the 
dead, and carrying large supplies of provisions and 
clothing for the poor, destitute inhabitants. 

The warm Italian heart was stirred .to its depths in 
sympathy and generosity. Wagons were driven 
through the streets to solicit contributions of cloth- 
ing and food. No solicitation , however, was necessary; 
wagon room alone was needed. Tottering old men and 
women, who had nothing else to give but ragged 
coats and faded shawls, stripped them off and threw 
them into the general collection, with their pity and 
their blessing. 

How Faith's heart bled at these sights ! How 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



260 SA8TWABD. 

she longed to return and aid, as far as she might, the 
poor sufferers, but could not I 

" Poor Ischia I " she sighed, " were not poverty and 
ignorance enough to bear without this last great 
agony?" 

Pitiful indeed was the method, or seeming want of 
method, employed by the government for the relief of 
the distress. With improper implements, unneces- 
sary delays, want of active, immediative supervision, 
the frightened, superstitious soldiery made slow 
progress. Night succeeded night, and day followed 
^ay, yet many hundreds cried in vain for release 
from their living tombs. 

At length, after the fourth day, when the cries and 
moans of those beneath the ruins had begun to grow 
faint and fainter, and the intense heat of the sun 
upon the dead had begun to make the island a terror 
to the living, fresh lime was ordered spread broad- 
cast over the ruins, which soon put an end to the 
living and the dead alike. 

When Faith heard of this appalling and horrible 
termination of the sad drama, she covered her face 
with her hands and wept at the utter helplessness of 
humanity in such great crises of suffering. 

With Mrs. Winchester she felt that all they could 
now do was to visit the poor, unfriended and 
unknown wounded and dying in the hospitals, and 
minister to their comfort and relief in whatever 
manner they might be able. 

Naturally, their first inquiries were for Americans 
or English, but they were told none had been re- 
ceived. 

They then asked the privilege of distributing wines 
and delicacies to the sufferers, which was thankfully 
given, and in company with one of the kind '* Sisters 
of Mercy " they went through the wards, bringing 
comfort to many a dying bed. 

They had need of all their fortitude and resolution 
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in passing from cot to oot where the maimed and 
dying lay. The piteous lamentations they heard 
over lost families and friends affected them even 
more than the physical pain the sufferers endured so 
nobly. 

Mrs. Winchester was so overcome by the sad 
scenes she witnessed that she was forced to return to 
the door, where she seated herself to await her niece. 

Faith disposed of all the delicacies she had brought, 
distributing them where she thought they were most 
needed, ana over many beds where approaching death 
rendered the occupants insensible to her presence she 
sprinkled refreshing cologne. 

Coming to the last one she found she had ex- 
hausted all her supplies, even to emptying her bottle 
of fragrant water. 

The cover was drawn up over the face of a poor 
stranger, and in order to place her handkerchief still 
wet with the delicious perfume at the head she 
ently raised the white spread, and softly laid the 
elicate lace upon the pallid cheek of — Kyn-Dhwen! 

A terrific scream brought the " Sister of Mercy " 
instantly to her side and she fell fainting into her 
arms. 

"Great Godl Is it fate? Is it fate? Can we 
never escape it ? What spell rests upon us ? 

" Oh, why 1 why 1 was I spared for this ? " she 
sobbed, as she clung to the bosom of the nun. 

Kyn-Dhwen awoke, and no less excited and af- 
fected reached forth his wan hands towards the 
frightened women. 

" Oh, my dear Miss Whitney, not fate but God 
hath sent thee I " 

His words brought a strange calmness to her 
relief. 

Turning towards him and taking his outstretched 
hands in hers, she recognized through her blinding 
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tears the portrait of his mother which she had 
painted hanging at the head of his bed. It had been 
recovered from the ruins^ and now hung near him at 
his earnest request. 

Mrs. Winchester, hearing Faith's screams, was soon 
beside them, and Kyn-Dhwen related the story of his 
experience on that terrible night. 

He had landed at Casamicciola, the afternoon 
preceding the earthquake, registering at the hotel 
" Piccola Sentinelled'^ which was but a few hundred 
yards from their villa. This was to be his last 
stopping-place before crossing to Brindisi on his way 
to India. 

After tea he had gone out upon the terrace to 
admire the effect of the beautiful sunset upon the 
blue and placid Mediterranean. 

He sat for some time watching the glowing twi- 
light gradually melt away into the sombre shade of 
the weird mountain that towered over the island 
behind him, when the shock came which prostrated 
the building in an instant. He was caught and held 
beneath the falling walls outside, while within the 
building fifty bodies were buried in the ruins. 

With great effort he succeeded in freeing his right 
arm, and was then able to move away all the rocks 
except a broad, heavy one which rested upon his left 
arm and chest. 

He was not alone in his misery. Many others lay 
around him stunned, many dead and dying. He con- 
trived to liberate one by assisting with his freed 
hand, but the poor fellow was too badly maimed to 
render him any assistance in return. 

From a poor little dog which was near him whining 
with pain he lifted a bit of timber and set him free, 
and the grateful animal crouched near him through 
the long and painful night and licked his hand. 

The dawn for which he had watched so anxiously 
found him unconscious, and it was not until he was 
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laid upon his cot at the " Oapedale de PelUgriniy^ 
under the kind ministrations of the physicians and 
Sisters of Mercy, that his mind became clear again. 

Mrs. Winchester and Faith wished to remove him 
to their hotel, where they could nurse him, but the 
wiser doctors would not permit it. His injuries 
were internal, the extent of which was as yet un- 
known, and skilful aid must be within a moment's 
reach ; but they were welcome to come daily and do 
all their affection suggested. 

And so Faith was unremittingly at his side during 
all the long, hot days which followed, administering- 
every comfort and attention possible, both to him 
and to others. But she could see in him no 
improvement and she became silently apprehensive. 

Poor Kyn-Dhwen had neither mother nor sister 
nor did he miss them. Faith was, to the poor 
suffering Sinhalese, mother, sister, angel, — a blessing 
from heaven ! 

At times his breath would come more easily, and 
then he talked long and fondly of his college life, of 
his friendship for Gerald Livingston, whose rare 
intellect, tender conscience and disinterested love 
had made such a deep impression upon him that he 
seemed unable to say enough about him. 

Faith listened to these eulogies of one whom she 
was trying to forget, with downcast eyes and silent 
tongue. Her heart throbbed with alternate feelings 
of pleasure and pain. Still she felt glad to have the 
poor sufferer speak of anything that afforded him 
comfort during his weary confinement. 

He spoke of the tragedy at the lake, of her mirac- 
ulous efforts to save their lives, of his own long ill- 
ness afterwards, of his mother's death, of the wonder- 
ful likeness painted by Faith, and then dwelt with 
great interest upon the efforts of himself and Gerald 
in their long search after their savior who had so 
suddenly vanished. 
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He told her that her image, though long unseen by 
his mortal eyes, was always before him by night and 
by day, and how singularly she had afifected him 
when they met, and how her breath — that " breath 
of life" whioh had re-incarnated him — had been 
twice so nearly snatched away. 

He spoke of her rare occult powers, of the strange 
similarity of thought and opinion which they both 
held, of their isolated lives, and finally of her personal 
charms. 

Then it was that Faith comprehended — at first 
faintly, but at last surely — a thought that never 
before in all their long intercourse had even 
suggested itself to her. 

" Kyn-Dhwen loved her ! " 

She did not shrink from him nor remit any of her 
delicate attentions. She felt that he was a superior 
being, that his love enobled her, although it must 
forever separate them. It was a love born of another 
sphere of being — a love of soul for soul I 

She saw with a sinking heart that his face was 
becoming paler from day to day. She noted an 
increasing light in his eyes, as if the soul within were 
struggling for the mastery. 

After a day of unusual languor and lassitude she 
left him early in the afternoon, hoping he would fall 
asleep and rest better through the night. 

She determined to consult the physician the next 
morning and learn the patient's true condition and 
why this continued prostration. She reflected whether 
she ought not to write at once to Gerald Livingston. 
Kyn-Dhwen would never suggest it, but was it not 
her duty to inform the only friend he had on earth 
of his dangerous illness ? 

Gerald had no means of learnine his friend's 
fate. The name of Kyn-Dhwen would never appear 
amongst the list of Americans here, and he had 
never been able to write since the accident. How 
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then could Gerald know that he was at Ischia? In 
the natural course of events this was impossible, and 
she determined to dispatch a letter at once. She 
thought it was a proper and necessary step, although 
she had a premonition that Gerald was on his way- 
hither and that any day might announce his arrival. 

Kyn-Dhwen fell asleep after Faith left him, and 
when he awoke in the twilight of the evening he 
was immediately conscious of a presence by his side. 
Thinking it was his guardian angel he called out, 
'' Dear Faith ! " in a soft and tender voice. 

" Kyn-Dhwen, my dear boy ! — I, your own friend, 
Gerald, am by your side I " 

The Sinhalese raised himself on his elbow with 
uliSculty, and instantly the two friends were clasped 
in each other's arms and with mingled feelings of 
y^ and grief were weeping together. 

A copy of the hotel register of the last day of the 
f ,3^ u piccola SentineUa^'' the day of its destruction, 
I 1 been telegraphed to a New York paper. It fell 
i CO Gerald's hands immediately, and contained the 
I ime of " Kyn-Dhwen " amongst the wounded, 

Without a moment's delay, he was off to find his 
beloved friend or weep over his grave. 

Thanks to his promptness he had found him alive 
and conscious ! Could he leave him for a moment ? 

All night he sat by his pillow, and with anguish 
realized the awful change that was rapidly approach- 
ing. 

The night — or the light — was not far off 1 What 
privilege it was that he had arrived in time to hold 
the dying hand of his dear friend in his and to tell 
him all ne had thought during the long weeks of 
separation. To bless him for his unselfish aid and to 
assure him of the good his brave words of hope and 
courage had done nim. To tell him that the strong 
chains of bieotry which had once bound him were 
sundered at last and that he was free. To tell him 
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that the example of his own pure life, of his charity^ 
of his intellectual strength, were the influences 
which had brought him to a more earnest search for 
truth and a fuller recognition of the divine law of 
human brotherhood. 

When Faith and her aunt came to the bedside of 
Kyn-Dhwen in the morning they saw Gerald there. 
Faith was not startled nor greatly surprised. From 
the moment she had determined to write to Gerald 
the evening before, she had become impressed that 
she was to meet him soon, and was prepared to see 
him at any moment. So powerful is the astral 
influence over sensitive hearts. 

She was ^lad he had arrived, for it seemed natural 
and as it should be that at this sacred hour these 
tried and true friends should be together. 

The meeting between herself and Gerald was 
neither painful nor embarrassing, for were they not 
meeting in the presence of one who loved them botht 
one who knew their hearts as they knew them them- 
selves ? 

On an occasion so solemn no explanation was nec- 
essary. A grateful smile, a word of recognition, a 
pressure of the hand in which heart spoke to heart, 
and they turned to their patient. 

Kyn-Dhwen's features wore a benign look of peace 
and happiness. Not a sign of pain was visible, but 
his clear glassy eye and the slightly pinched ex- 
pression upon his face showed that the time was at 
hand. 

Faith had brought with her a beautiful bunch of 
white lilies which she put in a glass and placed on 
the table at his head, and then looking into his face 
she saw the great change that had taken place 
during the night and with tears in her eyes she 
stooped down and kissed his forehead. 

"I am glad thou art come so early, my dearly 
beloved," said he, as he took her hand in his. 
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" For more than a year have I lived upon that 
dear ' breath of l\fe ' which thou so miraculously and 
so lovingly gavest me. The time has now come 
when I must yield it up forever. 

'^ My life has been spared perhaps until now, that 
I might complete my ^ karma,' by this last great 
floul-sacrifice, in uniting you to my dear friend and 
brother. Light hath come to him, error and super- 
stition have been supplanted by the divine light of 
human reason, justice and truth. Gerald is free. 

" And now having lived to see the union of thy 
true, noble and loving hearts accomplished, I have 
reached the greatest happiness vouchsafed to me 
on earth. 

"Faith Whitney, no obstacle remains. Gerald 
Livingston is worthy of thee and can now be thine.'' 

Across his narrow cot he joined their hands, and 
whispered as the pallor and damp chill of death 
spread over his face, — " In the signt of Gt)d, be ye 
husband and wife." 

When he loosed their hands he had ceased to 
breathe. 

CM. 
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THE POPULAR SCIENCE NEWS. Austin P. Nichols, Editor; 
W. J. RoLFB, Associate Editor. Formerly Boston Journal of Chemistry. 
Founded by the late James R. Nichols, M.D., in 1868, is issued monthly, 
and is designed to be a Journal of Useful Knowledge for all classes of 
readers. 
It is now In iu Twenty<4hird year, and has become the most popular scientific 
journal published in the world. 

Terms. — One Dollar per year, in advance. Subscriptions may begin at any 
time. Back numbers supplied when desired. 

Make all drafts, money orders, etc., for this paper, payable to the Populab 
SciBNCB News Co., Boston, Mass. 

J. C Cupples Co. '''"i&u^.. 'BOSTON. 

Stationers, 
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Important New Books. 



A MASTERPIECE OF ADVENTURE, ANECDOTE AND 
HISTORY. 

VIGILANTE DAYS AND WAYS: THE PIONEERS OF THE 
ROCKIES. The Makers and Making of Montana, Idaho, Oregon, 
Washington, and Wproming. By the Hon. Nathanibl Pitt Langford. 
With portruts and illustrations, a vols. 8vo. Nearly looo pp. Clotli. 
I6.00 
The ^reat " Vigilante " movement in the Far West depicted by one who was 
a pronunent actor in itj and is emphatically the man ox men to be its histo- 
rian. Adventure that is yet historic, and history that is at the same time 
romantic and absorbingly entertaining. A work of great importance. 

FOURTH EDITION. 

STRAY LEAVES FROM NEWPORT : A BOOK OF FANCIES. 
By Mrs. Wiluam Lamont Whbblbr. i vol. lamo. S34 pp. Cloth, 
$1.50. Paper, 50 cents. 
Contains much additional matter, and is dioicely illustrated, among the 
desis^ers being Choifard, and Van Ingen, the pupil of La Farse. 

"Bright sketches, stories and poems, the scene of which is laid in the 
fashionable Rhode Island watering place.'*— Aii^M/rM/ IVitness. 

A NOVEL BY **OlVEN INNSLY." 

PENELOPE'S WEB: AN EPISODE OF SORRENTO. ByOwBN 
Innslv, author of ** Love Poems and Sonnets." lamo. 330 pp. Cloth. $1.50. 

The culture, thou^tfulnesSf observation, insidit and passion, which won 
sudi wide recognition in the *' Love Poems and Sonnets," are here equally 
manifest in another field of literary creation. The result is no less emphatic 
and magnetic than was the former production. 

TfVO CAPITAL NOVELS. 

EASTWARD; OR A BUDDHIST LOVER. A novel. By L. K. H. 

xamo. 367 pp. Cloth. |x.50w 
JOE CUMMINGS; OR THE STORY OF THE SON OF A 

SQUAW IN SEARCH OF HIS MOTHER. Written by Himsblf. 

lamo. 339 pp. Cloth. $1.50. 

AN EXPERIMENT IN A NEW VARIETY OF FICTION. 
THE CHEVALIER OF PENSIERI-VANI ; TOGETHER WITH 
FREQUENT REFERENCES TO THE PROREGE OF AR- 
COPIA. By Stanton Page. Cloth, |i.oo. Paper, 50 cents. 
An idealistic travel-fiction ^ in a series of semi-detached narratives, which 
have to do with Music, Painting, Architecture, Bibliogr^hy, Diplomacy, 
Archaeology, the Theatre and other matters, wiUi which the polite world of 
Europe may be imagined as concerning itself. 

A book of high literary merit, suggestive of and not unworthy to be com- 
pared with Richterand Don Quixote. 

J. G. Cupples Co. '''^B^Jiiers. BOSTON. 
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Important New Books. 



A STARTLING THEOLOGICAL WORK. 

THE WORLD MOVES: ALL GOES WELU By a Layman, i roU 

tamo. Cloth. 203 pp. ^i.ock 

*' Laynian*' possesses in another profession a national reputation. 

The Press says ) 

** At certain stages of human promss books are sure to occasionally appear 
.... which express the mind of the age. Such a book is before us. ... . 
That this book will create a sensation is inevitable." — Benson Tra$ucr^. 

" The reader feels the instant conviction that its author must be one ^ who 
loves his fellow men/ and is in large and loving sjrmpathy with all that makes 
for the fuller development and the better undierstanding of life." — BosUh 
TravelUr. 

" Is causing much speculation as to its authorship, and is exciting a great deal 
of attention.'^ — Boston Homtjoumml, 

** Will have a great many readers, and create wide discussion." — Newton 
{Mass.) Journal. 

*' Broad, manljr and progressive."— Boston Saturday Evening GoMoiio. 

'* As a revelation from one inside the lines it indicates that those who stand 
outside have not erred in their estimate of the nature and extent of the raq;ndly 
advancing chan^." — Universalist Quarterly. 

" A breezy, wide-awake and practical lajrman." — Zion^s Herald. 

HOW TO A VOID SEASICKNESS. 

SEA-SICKNESS: A COMPREHENSIVE TREATISE FOR 
PRACTICAL USE. By Hbrman Partsch, M. D., ex-surgeon of the 
steamship '* Alameda," member and prize essayist of the Med. Society of 
the Sute of California. i6mo. 198 pp. With Index. Cloth. |i.oo. 
Of great scientific and practical value. 

" A little treatise whidi will be found of value to a large proportion of the 
travelling public." — San Francisco Argonaut. 

" The defect of Dr. Beard's system is that it demands the filling of the patient 
with bromine two or three days before the steamer sails, and most other methods 

are nearly as bad as the malady Dr. Partsch makes a scientific study 

of causes and effects Then he shows how. without the use of medicine, 

one may greatly reduce the severity .... of the malady." — .faw/V'MKrwrtf 
Chronicle. 

DAINTY VERSES. 
IN DIVERS TONES. By Hbkbbrt Wolcott Bowbn. i6mo. 124 pp. 
Cloth. 1 1.25. 

" Trifles light as a feather caught in cunning forms Life to such a 

poet is meant for love and happiness. Death itself is not a grim dread, but 
something to be welcomed." — Boston Journal. 

*' A volume of graceful verses, embodving many dainty conceiu and soma 
thoughts of a deeper quality." — Boston Pilot. 
" Many pleasant verses, especially the sentimental lines." — The Arena. 

J. G. Cupples Co. '''^B^hers, BOSTON. 

•' '^^ stationers. 
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Important New ^ooks. 



A REMARKABLE NOVEL. 

HIERO-SALEM: THE VISION OF PEACE. By E. L. Mason. 

I vol. With illttstvatioQs. Large square lamo. Unique cloth binding, 

bevelled boards. 
The writer, evidently an earnest believer in the immortalitv of the spiritual 
ego, treats in this work of the endeavor made by a man deeply versed in all 
lore that treats of the universality of the immaterial world, and the possibility 
in this life of the partial removal of the sensual barriers which separate us 
from it, to raise the standard of physical and intellectual man by the establish- 
ment of a new race founded at the outset by careful selection of two individuals. 
Many subjects of much interest to many thinkers now, arc introduced as an in- 
tegral part of the narrative, — the doctrine of re-incarnation, the beliefs of 
Esoteric Buddhism, even the occult knowledge acauired by the Kabbalists. 
The idea, however, that shines through all is that behind these mere glimmer- 
ings of light, there is the splendor of the truth itself, of ^ which these are but the 
reflections vouchsafed to the earnest studies and strivings of man — a deeper 
truth which this book endeavors to express. It is a book to be ranked in the 
same class with "' Consuelo." 

BY DR. BROWN-SEQUARD, 

" THE ELIXIR OF LIFE." Dr. Brown-Sbquard's own account of his 

famous alleged remedy for debility and old age, Dr. Variot's experiments, 

and contemporaneous comments of the profession and the press, with 

sketch of Dr Brown-S^quard's life, and portrait. Edited by Nbwbll 

Dunbar, i vol. Square i6mo. Cloth. $1.00 

At a time when all reading classes are interested, either through the medical 

or secular press, in the above subject, it is remarkable to notice the amount uf 

ignorance and misapprehension that exists regarding what this remedy really is, 

its method of application, and the results which have been attained. While 

some would claim for it all the virtue suggested by the name by which it is 

popularly known, others, at the other extreme, would almost refuse to give 

credence to the evidence of experiments; this little book has, therefore, 

been compiled to give the gist of the opinions of all classes, placing within 

reach of all, in a handy and condensed form, all facts of interest connected 

with the subject. 

ECHOES FROM CAPE AN N ; a book of Poems and Memorial Tokens, 
by Maria J. Dodcb. i vol. lamo. Handsomely bound in cloth, bev- 
elled boards, gilt edges. I1.50. 
Charming verses ; narrative, descriptive, and devotional, touched here and 
there with a lighter strain, of especial interest to all who reside in or are 
acquainted with the home of Elizabeth Stuart Phelps and Lucy Larcom. 

A DIRECTORY OF THE CHARITABLE AND BENEFICENT 
ORGANIZATIONS OF BOSTON, ETC. Prepared for the Asso- 
dated Charities, i vol., 196 pp. i6mo. Cloth. %u<x>» 

J. G. Cupples Co. '''^'S^iur., BOSTON. 
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Important New Books. 



AUNT NABBY: HER RAMBi-£S, 

HER ADVENTURES, AND 

HER NOTIONS. 

^th characteristic illostrations and vifi 
nettes. lamo. pp. 314* xU. 
Paper, 50 cents. Cloth, $1.00. 

*« Delightful droUery." 

^ Highly amusing." 

^BMtoH Htrmld. 



* SECOND EDITION^ ENLARGED AND IMPROVED. 
000 



BRIGHT ORIGINALITY, SPRIGHTLINESS, AND KEEN 
OBSERVATION. 

A BUNDLE OF LETTERS FROM OVER THE SEA. 
By Louisx B. Robinson. 

lama pp. 320. Qoth, elegant, $3.00. 

" The authoress of A Bundle op Lbttbrs from ovbr thb Sba has pro- 
duced a book ufUike any other. It is original, bri^^t, entertaining, and shows 
what an open-eyed, independent American woman can see. '* 

—Prets. 
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